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U.S. SOLDIERS CHANGE REGIME, STATUES, MONEY & FLAG 


IF THE WAR IN IRAQ IS OVER, WHY ARE 


PON WHITE JUNIOR ON 
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& RON WHITE SENIOR 


Puffy Paint Prophet 
Was Raised in Comfort 
Schooled by Streets 


BIG POPPA IS NOTORIOUS 


What strikes fear into the heart of | 


Ron “Ali the Prime Minister” 
White as he walks, sullen-mouthed | 
and Versace sunglassed, down 
Tenth Street just after 1 a.m.? The 
cops? The probe? The bulge of the 
keys to his Lexus GS300? 

“There’s nothing to fear but | 
God,” he says, but just for good 
measure he pauses to let the tall 
man who may or may not be fol- | 
lowing him walk past, ahead. Out | 
of eyeshot. 

“You know what?” Ali continues, | 
walking again. “I actually don’t fear | 
black people anymore. I used to fear | 
black people. I thought they were | 
after my money, out to rob me, out | 
to take advantage of me.” __ 

Then, almost as an afterthought, | 
he adds, “And I used to fear the | 
Feds.” } 

It is the Feds, after all, who have | 
made his father, Ronald A. White, | 
the city’s most notorious black man, 
listening in on the White family’s 
cell phone conversations, leaving 
business cards at the White family’s 
various houses, finally, late this | 
June, charging him with enough 


*** HOWTOVOTE *x** 


IN 2 is the presiden- | must register by Oct. 4 to vote in the 


tial election, and both can- | November election. 
didates consider Pennsylvania | 2. VOTE ON Nov. 2: To find your 
crucial to their plans for a nation- | polling place, visit www.seventy.org, 


call 215-686-1505, or call 215- 
557-3600. The polls are open 
between 7 a.m and 8 p.m. If this is 
your first time voting, be sure to 
bring along a driver's license, U.S. 
passport, or student ID. If you 
believe you have been unjustly 
denied your right to vote, call 1- 
877-VOTES-PA. = 


wide victory. Here’s how to vote: 
1. REGISTER TO VOTE: Anyone 
Pennsylvania resident who is 18 
years or older is eligible to vote. 
To register, visit Room 142 in 
City Hall, get a form from your 
neighborhood post office or 
library, or download one from 
www.fec.gov/votregis/vr.htm. You | 


Ronald Reagan: 1911-2004 


700-LB COFFIN TROUNCES SOVIET EFFORTS 
Berliners Give Partial Credit For Iron Curtain Raising 


BY BEN LETZLER 


BERLIN, Germany—Completed in 1984 in time for Ronald 
Reagan's second inaugural, the Friedrichstadt-Palast is the largest revue 
theater in Europe. Celebrating twenty years of East German Vegas, the 
Revue Palast show, which ran from September through July, took a look 
back. I was sitting in the third row, watching dancing girls in glitter bras 
and plumed headdresses cover the title song from Mame in German. 
And then there was a number for the Berlin Wall. 

“The wall is standing, and it will stand for a hundred years!” said the 
1989 recording of Erich Honecker, the former head of East Germany, 
as the stage was blocked off by mirrored silver panels. Some hot tech- 
no beats started up, and the panels slowly reversed to reveal graffiti. 
Men wearing green and blue suits and face paint climbed out of the 
wall. Mats and trampolines were brought on stage. The music swelled 
into a heroic dance track, replete with electric violins—and a sampled 
Ronald Reagan. “Mr. Gorbachev / tear down / this wall!” The graffiti 
men, who were Russian acrobats, cartwheeled and backflipped across 
the stage. “Open / this gate!” A man in a graffiti suit, wearing pogo 
sticks strapped to each leg, bounded around the stage. “Mr. Gorbachev 
/ tear down / this wall!” A breakdancer showed off his moves, then spun 
on his ‘head for minutes. “Open / this gate!” A woman ran across the 
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counts of fraud and conspiracy to 
put him away for the next 555 
years. (See Page Three.) 

But his son, Ali the 
Minister, does not fear black peo- 
ple, or the Feds, any longer. 

There is only one thing in the 
world he is afraid of. 

“On the day of Judgement Allah 
will decide whether all of us have 

" been righteous.” 

In preparation Ali, who also goes | 
by ‘PrimeMini’, or just ‘Mini’, has 
given up premarital sex, pinot gri- | 
gio and cigarettes. It would not 
quite be accurate to call him “hum- 
ble,” but he is inscrutably serene. 
He has a kind of peace. 

It was Allah’s will, he realizes, that 
his upbringing was, like that of his 
father, a constant 
between “streets” and suburbs, “rock 
and a hard place.” But where Ron 
White the Elder led a gang in the 
Richard Allen homes and later 


Prime 


altercation 


e e 
Aspirant Apprentices 
him. I feel like if I was working 
close to him, I'd be able to put in 
the extra hour, write the extra 
memo. He has this drive that 


onald Trump is a very charis- 

matic man, judging by what 
three Philadelphians had to say late 
last month at Sole Food during an 
audition for Trump's reality televi- 
sion show, “The Apprentice.” 

Bucks County woman, middle- 
30s: “He just ... he has so many | 
businesses and so much money. I | 
want to be close to him, to work | you, I'll go start my own company. 
with him, to learn how he does it. | But in the back of my head, I’ve 
Because I think I’ve got what it | always wondered whether I could 
takes to do it too. Not everyone | cut it in a more competitive envi- 
realizes that.” | ronment.” 

Real estate man, early 30s: “I | 
have had the pleasure of meeting 
Mr. Trump a couple of times in 
person, very briefly, in the course 
of my work. He exhibits this 
unique ... joie de vivre ... this mag- | 


reflects onto those around him.” 
But then there was the scruffy 
young man, mid-20s: “At my last 
job, they didn’t give me the promo- 
tion I wanted. So I was like screw 


Interviewer: “Why don't you 
think you got the job?” 

Young Man: “Well, they did offer 
me another job. I don't really know. 
Maybe I scowled too much?” At 
this point he chuckled. No one 


netism. He just draws people to | joined in. # 


became the leader of the ultra-exclu- 
sive revenue source that is providing 
I-dotting and T-crossing services for 
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na terms ~ 


young, adj. 


They hold the only thing worth having, 
time. But they also face the only thing 
worth fearing, deadlines. They have yet to 
reach the age by which they should have 
achieved something significant, and they 
are cursed to either spend their days blind- 


ly laboring to hit this unknown target or 
admit to being precocious only in their 
willingness to accept failure. Some of the 
young cope by forming societies of mutu- 
al praise and supposed achievment, but 
these groups fail to either increase the sum 
total of laurels available to their members 
or stop the march of time, which eventu- 
ally renders “young” as “one who has yet to 
achieve that which he set out to do.” # 


ADVERTISE IN THE INDEPENDENT 
Reach 10,000 readers with the that Gets 
Read and Gets Kept. Call 215-351-0777 for details. 


WHERE WILL YOU BE TONIGHT? 
Ask Floss Daily: A new online events calendar. 
Vieit wore flowedaily.net. and send in your own listings. 


FBI MAKES MORNING CALL 


Police Say S. Phila. Is a “Hothed” Of Illegal Immigrants 


S. PHILA.—Early one morning this spring, musician Keith Peirce, 
30, awoke to knocking on the door of his apartment. He opened the 
door to find FBI agents, he remembers, who entered his room with 
guns and search warrant drawn. They showed him photographs of men 
who appeared to be Middle-Eastern, and whom Peirce did not recog- 
nize. He told them so, and the agents left. 

Later that day Peirce, who is from the Philadelphia area, recalled that 
he'd been receiving mail addressed to Arab-sounding names he recalled 
as “Osama whatever, Hamil, et cetera.” He called the Philadelphia FBI 
office from his job at Can Do Services, a printing business in Center 
City. FBI agents were there in minutes, he said. A manager from Can 
Do confirmed that the FBI had visited the store. 

Peirce’s building is owned by Amine Khalil, a Lebanese immigrant 
who owns properties throughout the city and Amine Cab Company. 
Claire Jones, Khalil’s wife, said that their family had lived in the apartment 
before Peirce moved in. According to her, they moved out two years ago. 

“It's a sensitive subject,” said Khalil, who goes by Alex. “I don't really 
know what's happening. Nobody [from the FBI] has contacted me per- 
sonally—they just contacted some people who were living in the building.” 

Although he declined to give any information on the person or per- 
sons he believes the FBI was secking, Khalil speculated that the FBI 
was “investigating a tenant because they were [sic] of Middle-Eastern 


turn to FBI, page 2 


| AU.S. tank confronts an Iraqi man who was suspected of wearing an explosive vest. The tank later ran him over. 


ACOT, EMAIL & DVDS. 


Many Modern Conveniences 
Sends Photos From the Front 


| BY ANONYMOUS 
| 


BAGHDAD, Iraq—I am a U.S. 
| Army specialist from Philadelphia. 
| For the last couple months I have 
been stationed in Iraq. The idea of 
this writing is to give people back 
| home an idea of what it’s like to be 
| a soldier in Iraq. 
The first place I was stationed at 
| was Camp Falcon in the southern 
| part of Baghdad. While at Camp 
| Falcon our mission was to do 
| patrols throughout the city. We 
would drive around in Humvees 
| (armored if we were lucky) along 
mail roads that were frequently 
| traveled by Army convoys during 


| the day. Our mission was to look 
out for anything suspicious, like 
| people setting up 
| exploding devices or IEDs. We 
| were also responsible for prisoner | 
| escorts and checking in with Iraqi 
police stations. We would normally 
work eight-hour days and get plen- 
| ty of rest. 
When we lived at Falcon we had 

| hot meals served three times a day. 
For breakfast we had things like 
eggs, bacon, sausage, biscuits and 
gravy, pancakes, waffles and French 
toast. For lunch or dinner we would 
have short order items such as ham- 
burgers and hot. dogs or grilled | 
cheese or main course meals like 
chicken, steak, spaghetti and some- | 
times even shrimp. The food at | 
Falcon was excellent. 

The housing conditions were | 
hard. We were in two-floor build- 
| ings with rooms of about 200 
square feet. There were four people | 
crammed in each with all of our 
gear, most of us at this point having 
about four or five duffle bags. Inside 
each room we all had two bunked 
beds with mattresses that were left | 
there from the people before us. | 
Inside our building we also had 


improvised | 
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Army Specialist Says He’s Given | 


To the Reader: 


In preparation for the approaching 
presidential election, THE 
INDEPENDENT has decided to doc- 
ument how life has changed under 
the Bush administration, both in 
Philadelphia and around the 


tell the story of the war in Iraq 
through the eyes of the soldiers 
who fight it. Look for further writ- 
ing on national and international 
affairs, including reports from the 
conventions, in our September and 
October issues. 


~ 


|| world. In this issue, we attempt to | | 


-AVISIT 10 THE U.S. 
ARMY RECRUITER 


Salty Sergeants Yaw! & Pitch 
The Merits of Their Olive Ship, 
To Man the Decks w/ Novice Fish 


CENTER CITY, Phila—*“Miss 


.-. excuse me, miss?” Perching on a 


windowsill at the corner of Broad | 


and Cherry streets, I refuse to look 
up; I don’t have any spare change. 


“ : ” 
Excuse me—miss—excuse me. | 


I can't avoid the confrontation 
any longer. A paunchy security 
guard descends hawkishly upon me. 
“You can’t sit here,” he informs me. 

“Oh,” I apologize, and stand. 

“You can't stand here.” He is 
becoming frustrated. The homeless 
people clustered by the bus stop are 
looking on with interest. I move a 
few paces north and halt again, 
notebook in hand. The security 
guard waves his arm, making broad 
strokes in the air. “This whole area 
has to be clear.” 

“For what?” I ask, confused. I am 
not blocking the window. 

“Clear for operations.” 

Now I am intrigued. “Operations? 
What kind of operations? Military 
operations? Why?” 

His arms flap. “You can’t stand 
here. When I say you can’t stand 
here, there’s a reason.” 

I move north again, then pause. 
He waves me on. At last I am clear 
of the entire building. I stop and 
take notes. No one bothers me. The 
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a 


a FIVE YEAR DIARY aw 


The Letters of Soldiers 


HOW THE PLANS OF GENERALS ARE LIVED 
BY THOSE WHO MUST CARRY THEM OUT 


n 1863, future Governor of Pennsylvania and Lieutenant Colonel 
John Geary wrote a note to his wife, Mary, from the Union side of 
the Civil War: 

“My Dear Wife, day after day passes away and still your letters do 
not reach me, owing to certain imperfections in our mail arrange- 
ments. I am almost devoured by the intensity of the heat, which still 
continues unabated, and we are laying perfectly still in hopes we can 
wear away the time of inaction under the umbrageous trees of the 
impoverished Valley ...” 

Like Geary’s letters, which could speak to most any war with linés 
like, “We find the country much desolated by these two years of war, 
and in many respects one can scarcely recognize it as the same, neither 
with regard to the inhabitants, or its physical conditions,” war letters 
trod the same dreadful ground again and again. In War Letters, Andrew 
Carroll’s anthology of letters that spans the ‘Civil War to Desert 
Storm, 15 year-old Private Bill Lynn begs his mother to send his birth 
certificate to prove that he falsely signed up for World War II, then 
changes his mind a few letters later, having settled into his military 
skin; an angry Specialist Richard Baltzegar spews venom and bitter- 
ness about conditions in Vietnam, but reports getting “HIGH” on 
opium with grim delight. A 22 year-old photojournalist named Dan 
Eldon in Mogadishu, Somalia complains of the fear and the boredom 
to his girlfriend in Kenya not long before being killed by a mob. 
Chairman of the Joint Chiefs of Staff Colin Powell expresses stilted 
sympathy for the loss of Marine Captain Jonathan Ross Edwards and 
explains to a class of curious fourth-graders that yes, he can drive a 
tank, loves pizza, and has “very little free time.” 

Letters reassure those at home that their soldiers are okay, but the 
soldiers themselves do not always share this desire for closeness. Take 
the story of Seaman Robert Black. In the middle of World War II, 
Black’s anxious father embarrassed him by sending a shore-to-ship 
message—usually reserved for emergencies—just to check up on him. 
Black replied by reaming out his father for the humiliation and detail- 
ing his “disgustingly healthy” condition and many girlfriends, who 
hailed from “every port you have marked on that map I sent home.” 

While serving in the Mexican-American War, Geary found that 
he needed a private outlet outlet for the side of his military life that he 
did not see fit to share with Mary. On May 19, 1847, he wrote in his 
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FemRuary 1st, 1960: Mummy had her hair permed. | helped Lil. Tidied up. We talked a lot 
Showed girls photos of Mummy and a unaccountable afternoon. Watched TV. and went to bed 
FEBRUARY 2ND, 1960: 1 had my hair bleached by Mummy. It looked very nice. Helped Mummy to 
do Marion's hair. Mos Washiek brought stuff from base. Very worried about getting a job. FEBRUARY 
IRD, 1960: Spent morning in shop. Cooked dinner and supper. Listened to play and knitted 
Watched T.V. Went to W9, Mummy was very good. Wonderful response. FEBRUARY 6, 1960: Got 
up. Cleaned falt did shopping. Watched TV. in afternoon. Went down in shop did spinning helped 
Mummy do floor, Went to pictures sa Please Turn Over. Girls were there. Film very funny 


& § 


BAGHDAD: Iraqi officers and ci 


vilians survey the rubble of 
a police station shortly after it was destroyed by a car bomb. 


THEY STILL THERE? 


Phila. Police Detective 
Worked Intelligence In 


Saddam's Baghdad Digs 


ONE RESERVIST'S STORY 


He Felt The Mortar’s Blast 
Missed Daughter's First Words 
“| Experienced Loss of Life.” 


GREEN ZONE PAYS WELL 


BY CHRISTINE SMALLWOOD 


Late last year, the day after 
Saddam Hussein was found hiding 
in a hole in the ground, Drew 
Techner, a 40 year-old detective 
the Philadelphia 
Department, arrived at the air-con- 
ditioned Republican Presidential 
Palace in Baghdad. He had traded 
his position investigating robberies 


from Police 


and assaults from a fluorescent-lit 
Northeast Philadelphia squad room 
for chandeliers, gold-painted bath- 
room fixtures, and a bed inside a 
bunker whose walls were piled high 
with sandbags to shield against 
exploding mortars. He spoke oe 


Arabic, and this was the first time 


| he'd traveled outside of North 


America. Where in Philadelphia he 
had earned a commendation for 
interrogating a single suspect for 
hours to solve a chain of conven- 
ience store robberies, he was now 
part of a military intelligence opera- 
tion responsible for tracking threats 
to the lives of thousands of soldiers. 

Although he declined due to 
security concerns to explain what 
sort of exercises his intelligence 
gathering actually entailed, it was 
his responsibility, Techner says, “to 
tell the command what the enemy 
was doing.” 

A glance downstairs, below the 
menagerie of stuffed animals over- 
running the first floor of his home, 
reveals that the gathering and min- 
ing and organizing of information 
is not just Drew Techner’s work; it 
is his life. In his tidy, finished base- 
ment, Techner keeps a reel-to-reel 
tape recorder, video editing equip- 
ment and library of 660 cassettes of 
radio broadcasts from around the 
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Rocket Cat Café — 2001 Frankford Ave. 


Salsolito — 602 South St. 


Sam's Place - 405 S. 45th St. 

Sher's Bookshop - 706 N. 2nd St. 
Slought Foundation - 4017 Walnut St. 
Space 1026 ~ 1026 Arch St. 

Spaceboy Music ~ 409 South St. 

The Standard Tap - 2nd & Poplar Sts. 
The Taco House - 1218 Pine St. 

Tin Man Alley - 608 N. 2nd St. 


Vagabond — 37 N. 3rd St. 


Wooden Shoe Books — 508 S. Sth St. 
& from our fleet of news-boxes 


ELSEWHERE. Price: $2.00 


Doylestown: Doylestown Bookshop - 16 S. Main St. 
Doylestown: Siren Records - 25 W. State St. 
Hatboro: Abby's Bookcase - 291 County Line Road 
Hatboro: Main Street Records ~ 11 S. York Road 
Media: 20/20 Fusion Café - 2 West Baltimore Ave. 
Media: Koffee Korner - 15 South Jackson St. 

New Hope: Farley's Bookshop ~ 44 S. Main St. 
Pittsburgh: Three Penny Books - 1827 Murray Ave. 
Baltimore, MD: Atomic Books - 1100 W. 36th St. 
Brooklyn, NY: Clovis Press - 229 Bedford Ave. 
Brooklyn, NY: Sodafine - 246 DeKalbe Ave. 
Chicago, IL: Quimby's Bookstore - 1854 North Ave. 
Portland, OR: Reading Frenzy - 921 S.W. Oak St. 


THE PHILADELPHIA INDEPENDENT 


EDITORIALS 
On The Indictments 


hen it comes to presidential politics, the 
people of Philadelphia have shown little 
tolerance for arrogant leaders who allow their 
friends to enrich themselves at the public’s 
expense and then try to shrug off these moments 
of naked administrative incompetence. We 
should hold our own mayor to no less a standard. 
On June 29, federal prosecutors accused 
Ronald White and Corey Kemp of defrauding 
the city out of tens of thousands of dollars. 
Kemp had been appointed to the city treasurer's 
post by Mayor John Street before resigning in 
the midst of the federal investigation and was 
responsible for deciding what banks and finan- 
cial service firms would receive six-figure bond 
deals. He stands accused of handing this job off 
to Ronald White, one of Street’s top fundrais- 
ers, who allegedly spread the business around 
among his family, friends and clients, many of 
whom had funded Street’s re-election and con- 
tinued to show their gratitude with gifts and 
trips for Kemp. Our city’s finest copy desks 
have yet to come up with a term cynical enough 
to explain exactly what it is that Ron White 
does for the city, aside from the twisting of 
arms, submitting of invoices and cashing of 
checks. Usually they settle on ‘Friend of Street.’ 
That same day, Street addressed the media 

at a press conference. One might think that the 
mayor would try to disassociate himself from an 
ally and a former employee who had now been 
charged with robbing the people who voted 
him into office. One might think he would 
condemn their behavior, or offer an explanation 
for their conduct, or defend their innocence, or 
say what he knew or didn’t know, or maybe even 


say that he was sorry. After all, Street serves at 
our pleasure and every penny of money that 
flows through his office once belonged to us. 

But the only thing John Street was sorry 
about was that the probe had happened at all. 

“I feel badly that there is a probe,” he said, 
giving his usual shrug. “I wish that it had never 
happened. But it did, and we're all going to live 
with it.” 

No, we're not going to live with it. Not until 
the mayor explains what happened to our 
money. Some have said that the amounts in 
question, contracts ranging from the tens to 
hundreds of thousands of dollars, are not a lot 
of money. We beg to differ. To any 
Philadelphian already loaded down with the 
wage tax, the gross receipts tax and the business 
privilege tax, a few dollars can make a huge dif- 
ference. Street, who proposed drastic cuts to 
city recreation centers, pools, libraries, and arts 
funding, who vetoed many of City Council’s 
proposals to ease Philadelphia's unusually high 
tax burden, no longer has any credibility when 
he tries to explain why we ought to pay more 
and get less from our city government than res- 
idents of other cities. Not only has he failed to 
keep costs under control on his watch, he’s 
allowed his backers to rob us blind. And he has 
expressed no interest in changing the system, 
acknowledging that those who contribute to his 
campaign are more likely to win city business. 
Considering this lack of vision, avoidance of 
responsibility, and unwillingness to take any 
corrective action whatsoever, we find it likely 
that mayor of Philadelphia will be the last office 
that John Street ever holds. # 


Lex Talionis & Perpetual War 


hen the history of this war is written, it 
W:: likely that the names of Nicholas 
Berg, Paul Johnson, and Kim Sun I]! will be 
conveniently forgotten. Indeed, we are such a 
queasy and forgetful people that a good deal of 
us have already lost track of the faces that go 
with these names. This is a shame, for it is the 
fate of these men that most exquisitely illus- 
trates just how debased this conflict is, that 
most perfectly tells us to what astounding 


| nadirs, the human race hag been Jed... 


There is, in'a cool, reverberant chamber of 
the Louvre museum in Paris, a solitary column 
of black polished stone, over seven feet high 
and six feet around. This stone was shaped 
nearly 3,000 years ago in the court of 
Hammurabi, King of Babylon—the ruin of 
which, incidentally, is a few hundred kilometers 
north of Baghdad. This is the first law-book; up 
and down its substantial height are carved the 
rules by which Hammurabi’s Sumeria was gov- 
ered. No previous king had thought to write 
down, to literally set in stone, his rules of civil 
conduct. Prior to Hammurabi, a king would 
make his judgments by whim and memory. As 
of 1850 B.C.E., a citizen could know what to 
expect from his juror. 

And what he could expect was the principle 
of /ex talionis—the law of likeness. That is, the 
punishment would be like the crime. In latter 
days, we would come to know this principle by 
the idiom ‘an eye for an eye, a tooth for a tooth.’ 
It is a brutal judicial principle; the column upon 
which it is inscribed is in the Louvre for its his- 
torical relevance and its aesthetic appeal—we 
celebrate the novelty of its invention, not the 
merits of its content. 

There are innumerable flaws in the 
Sumerian legal code. (Rule number two: “If any 
one bring an accusation against a man, and the 
accused go to the river and leap into the river, if 
he sink in the river his accuser shall take posses- 
sion of his house.” All so that “Hammurabi, the 
exalted prince, who feared God,” may “bring 
about the rule of righteousness in the land, to 
destroy the wicked and the evil-doers.” Are we 
proud of our president, who cribs from the doc- 
trine of Babylon?) But the most obvious logical 
flaw of the principle of /ex talionis is the open 
end of the retributive equation. The power and 
the resistance, under Hammurabi’s logic, would 


exchange body parts until-neither had any left, 
and would then be obliged to move on to the 
dismemberment of relatives and associates. 
What the Iraq War has shown us is that we 
have not made an inch of progress since 
Sumeria. The next time a head is cut off and the 
militants deliver another videotape to the news 
bureau's door, the public will once again briefly 
struggle with its revulsion, while the officials try 
to channel our confusion into military rage, 
political sympathy, or plain cultural xenophobia. 
This is the same thing the mujahedeen do when 
our armies debase Muslim prisoners to settle the 
accounts of September 11. The mujahedeen 
who are executing foreigners so medievally are 
doing so in direct retaliation to the crimes they 
have perceived us committing, by military and 
economic occupation of their territory, and by 
the equally medieval abasement of those prison- 
ers in our custody. The militants have passed 
down their judgments according to the code of 
Hammurabi, and our official response has been 
no less Babylonian. The extremists on both sides 
know that their power would vanish if the con- 
flict were ever to end, so they use the other side’s 
material to incite their troops to retribution, 
humiliate their prisoners, whip their civilians up 
into a racist frenzy, and so maintain a state of 


perpetual war. 


We have watched with dumb impotence as | 


Israel and the Palestinians have traded eyes, 


teeth, ears, and hearts, and continue to do so | 
indefinitely—and somehow we have concluded | 


that this is the best course of action in our own 
ill-advised crusade against Islam. The Western 
war-hawks have made no secret of their convic- 
tion that they are the superior moral power, that 
We are Good and They are Evil. But, contrary 
to the advice of real moral righteousness, they 
still lead us in a self-destructive exchange of 
limbs for limbs, a conflict of Babylonian short- 
sightedness. Anyone with access to 20th centu- 
ry logic should be able to see that the victor in 
such an exchange will be that party which first 
chooses nof to extract the eye it is owed. Either 
one of the combatants will discover this simple 
solution to the open equation of this war, or we 
may look forward to our own neglected relics 
one day taking up space in the corner of some- 
one else’s museum. # 
—HENRY WILLIAM BROWNEJOHNS 


LLL LLL ESS 


from FBI page 1 
descent—they were looking for somebody who 
was no longer living there.” 

According to Peirce, the agents who arrived 
at Can Do said they believed that there are 
seven active terrorist cells in Philadelphia. 

The Philadelphia Joint Terrorism Task 
Force handles matters related to homeland 
security. It’s a collaborative effort on the part of 
law-enforcement elements from Pennsylvania 
and neighboring states, FBI federal agents and 
police detectives from the Philadelphia Police 
Department Counter-Terrorism Bureau. 

When asked to comment on the possibility 
of seven terrorist cells, Chief Inspector of the 
Counter-Terrorism Bureau Joseph O'Connor 
said, “It depends on what your definition of a 
terrorist cell is. Do we have cells that are about 
to go onto a mission? That would be a guess on 


anyone's part. What we have in Philadelphia is 
people that proselytize the radical Islamic view 
with regard to the secularization of govern- 
ment, and we have people that fundraise for 
these groups. 

“It’s somewhat of a hotbed down there,” he 
added, referring to South Philadelphia. “We're 
always looking at people of Middle-Eastern 
origin who are down there. There is a group of 
Algerians and they come in quite regularly 
through South Philadelphia, and they are of a 
radicalized Islamic bent and, quite frankly, 
many of them are illegal. While they've been 
picked up and deported, they re-enter again.” 

Jerri Williams, spokesperson for the 
Philadelphia branch of the FBI, said she was 
not able to comment on anything related to the 
alleged incident at Peirce’s apartment or his 
conversation with the agent. # 


rr Le 
CORRECTION 


A front page story on the Fishtown Star that ran on Page 


One of Issue Sixteen contained a mispelling of the 


name of Fred Gusoff, managing editor of the Northeast Times. THE INDEPENDENT regrets the error. 


e/ 
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ON WEALTH 


Whom Has How Much Of What 


am BY HENRY WILLIAM BROWNEJOHNS # 


et us consider the old nut about the dis- 

tribution of wealth in America: a full 
half of our country’s assets are possessed by a 
mere one percent of its citizens. What a mar- 
velous statistic—it is ever-so subtle, not like 
those dull pure numbers, i.e. there are 
8,000,000 homo sapiens in New York City, 
or Heaven is ten zillion light-years away. 
That sort of thing just puts the mind to sleep. 

No, the one percent wealth statistic has a 
long fuse to it, and when it finally goes off, 
the fellow who comprehends what he has just 
learned is left utterly paralyzed. Should he 
raise his fist in solidarity with the downtrod- 
den masses? Or shrug his shoulders? In most 
cases he will do neither, but just let his 
offended sense of injustice resonate in the 
cavern of his mind for a while, until he has 
the opportunity to tell someone e/se the 
Statistic, and get the monkey off of his back. 

Those of us who, when we hear this fac- 
toid, run out into the street and start agitat- 
ing for the proletariat were, in all likelihood, 
indignant already—we had probably even 
heard the stat before (it is hardly a rare obser- 
vation). Those of us who are mute and don't 
see the concern are, in most cases, too 
oppressed by the tribulation of living to actu- 
ally think about anything other than putting 
one foot in front of the other—and we prob- 
ably haven't understood the numbers, either. 
Either way, minds are rarely changed. 

But nevertheless, the Statistic still holds 
enough power to make a wide range of pri- 
mates shake their heads. The thought of all 
that wealth, hoarded by so few scoundrels; 
could this be, asks the burgeoning political 
conscience, the root of all our problems? 

The Statistic has certainly been bandied 
about with such frequency during the reign 
of Mr. Bush, the Junior, that one might think 
this is just the case. Mr. Bush has done more 
than anybody since, well, his father, to exacer- 
bate the monetary discrepancy between the 
lot of us and the one percent. 

And as everyone begins campaigning for 
or against this lopsided distribution of worth, 
the Fact is beginning to seem more important. 
To its detractors, the Fact is an appalling state- 
ment on the condition of our society, a certain 
debunking of the myth of American opportu- 
nity. To those who don't think there is anything 
so awful about a few people earning more 
money than most, the Fact is merely rhetoric in 
an unseemly class war. “Half of the wealth in 
America is owned by one percent of the popu- 
lation.” Say it with some different emphases, 
and it is the introduction to a celebratory 
address at the Harvard Business School. 

But say it either way, and it is likely that 
you are saying it as if it were news. The 
tycoon-friendly policies of Bush Jr. have 
given a lot of newly minted radicals the idea 
that he has personally created this cruel pro- 
portion. There is something new-feeling and 
urgent about the distribution of wealth prob- 
lem—as if the hares hadn't so outsprinted the 
indigent tortoises since Rome, and that our 
society might be at the brink of a similar 
apocalypse. And in the sense that because 
there is more capita/ in the world today than 
there has been before, and thus the rich folks’ 
numerical worth is gaudier than ever before, 
the new urgency of the distribution-of- 
wealth alarmists is somewhat understand- 
able. But the Fact is old; the Statistic, a veri- 
table tradition. 

As an example—and by no means an 
exceptional one—I find Charles Edward 
Russell, the nascent muck-raker, asking in 
1892 why “one percent of the population 
should own fifty-five percent of the wealth.’ 
This was in the run-up to the anti-trust 
spasm and the brief bloom of the Progressive 
movement, and at the close of the first gen- 
eration of industrialism and tycoonery. 
There, amid Rockefeller, Morgan, and 
Carnegie, is the Statistic—chiming its same 
querulous note as it does today, under 
Cheney, Lay, Kozlowski, and Gates. 

And prior even to that, in post- 
Revolutionary France, we have Gracchus 
Babeuf in his unsuccessful courtroom defense 
claiming “it has now been long enough and 
too long that less than a million individuals 
have been disposing of that which belongs to 
more than twenty million of their kind.” 

The nondistribution of wealth in human 
society has been singled out as the funda- 
mental source of all of civilization’s troubles. 
Crime has been reasonably linked to the rift 
between rich and poor; disease has been 
demonstrated to fester among the insuffi- 
ciently compensated; war is easily related to 
wealth and poverty. Karl Marx made science 
out of the explanation of everything in eco- 
nomic terms, and it is hard science to 
debunk. Certainly no one of any import in 
our own society does anything except by the 
impetus of money; and it really is indis- 
putable that the distribution of that stuff is 
astronomically uneven—the Statistic, what- 
ever your opinion about it, is accurate. 

The Statistic, as it is bandied about by the 
idealists who still remain among us, is used in 


a political argument that presumes that what 
the mass of people want and deserve is a share 
of that wealth. George Bush’s woefully lop- 
sided tax-program is rebutted on the general 
premise that the rest of us ought to get a bit 
of that financial relief, if anyone does. This is 
an argument about economics; the question 
that is too infrequently put forth is, Is eco- 
nomics synonymous with society? 

Perhaps the most insidious thing that has 
happened to us during our long governance 
by businessmen like Mr. Bush is that the 
whole dialogue of human society is couched 
in economic terms. We shouldn't be saddened 
that the oligarchs have arranged society so 
that all of its output is funneled into their 
own coffers; but that they have so trained us 
to think of our well-being in monetary terms 
that all anyone wants anymore is to be more 
like the rich. This may be the most effective 
power-trap ever devised by the mind of man. 
By simply teaching the unendowed to want 
what they /ack, the Businessman has guaran- 
teed his immortality and his dominance—for 
the whole of such a society is in orbit about 
business, his very raison d’étre. It is a perpet- 
ual-motion machine of plutocracy. Even the 
apparently revolutionary rhetoric of the 
class-war proponents, the anti-capitalists, the 
utopians and idealists, works in the favor of 
the Businessman. For example, we have seen 
Marxism take its course through the 20th 
century, and by virtue of its reliance on eco- 
nomic primacy even this most divergent of 
strategies has reverted into the dominance of 
the Businessman over the humanist. 

For it is this fundamental principle that 
seems to have been inexplicably forgotten, 
like a prime directive of such glaring simplic- 
ity that we seem reluctant to believe it: 
human society is made up, primarily, of 
humans. The health and robustness of such a 
society should be measured by that of the peo- 
ple who comprise it. An economy, on the other 
hand, is an artificial by-product of our exis- 
tence; the result of our presumed agreement to 
conduct exchanges with one another under 
certain terms. Under the delusion of the pri- 
macy of economics, we are unable to gauge 
our success and failure, as individuals and as 
nations, but for the indicators of our econo- 
my. Our real, human lives are.. obscured 
behind the veil of our transactions. En masse, 
we have no existence apart from that of our 
money. In the real, physical world, this is 
absurd; where we are bruised, made cold, 
given to sniff at aromas, to feel the tempera- 
ture of the air, to conduct ourselves through 
space and to bide through time, the state of 
our bank-account is of utter insignificance. 
But in the world we have constructed within 
our own psyches, nothing is of greater signif- 
icance. No success seems so large as financial 
success; and not even mortal illness scares us 
as much as its prospective cost. Economic 
thought has attached itself, parasitic and 
dominant, to humanity. 

Aldous Huxley established the metaphor 
of the thermometer, and I shall gladly borrow 
it here. In hot weather, the thermometer will 
indicate the condition; but if we apply an ice- 
cube to the thermometer, we may deceive the 
indicator without altering the actual condi- 
tion. And the world may plead to its gover- 
nors for some remedy to the problem of the 
heat, and if it has been persuaded, as we have, 
that the thermometer is the real world, then a 
mere ice-cube will satisfy us that good work 
has been done. Meanwhile we will swelter 
and perish, misunderstanding to the end 
what has done us in—the real heat of the 
world. 

We ought to confront the troubles of our 
civilization where they exist. We ought to 
begin to reject the vocabulary of the business- 
men who have been governing for so long we 
cannot remember when they didn't. The 
American nation, for one, would do well to 
wake to the businessman's poor qualifications 
for governance. Mr. Bush, so endowed, is not 
qualified to do anything more than apply an 
ice-cube to the thermometer—and he will not 
even do this if it isn’t in the interests of the 
One percent in power and in the money, 

Economics is a secondary Rontern to 
human society, but we still holler primarily 
for a more even distribution of wealth. Tr 


doing so, we only serve the sensibility of 


those who have so established this injustice. 
But without us, there is no money. Without 
our faith in ‘credit’ and ‘worth’—there is no 
more Statistic to divide us. We will be left to 


discuss our relative health, our comfort, our 


social stability, our prospects for raising a new 
§eneration and theirs. We might replace the 
line-graphs on the front Page with an 
accounting of relative human misery and 
contentment. If we silence the noise over tax- 
breaks and interest, we can raise a shout 
about the right of each of us to be educated, 
to be made useful in Society, to live in stabil- 
ity and surety, and to be treated when we are 
hurt or ill. Once the talk of economics is 
stopped, there is only the condition of actual 
People to consider. am 
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The Federal Probe 


teal ~ 


AN INVESTIGATION SPANNING COCAINE, COMMERCE BANK, 
MAYOR STREET & THE NBA ALL STAR GAME, CULMINATING 
IN AN INDICTMENT THAT’S SUCH A GOOD READ, 
YOU'LL BE GLAD YOU DOWNLOADED IT. 


WHY do I care about the probe? 

Because you, as a resident or devotee of 
Philadelphia, are pathologically drawn to cor- 
Tuption and its seedy accomplices, and the 
federal investigation into the awarding of city 
contracts offers a rich stew of them: mob boss- 
es, union bosses, mistresses, collection agen- 
cies, religiously-inspired name changes, the 
lovely Sky Asian Bistro at the Philadelphia 
International Airport, those “umbrella-like 
organizations where artistry and criminality 
often mutually coexist” (Philadelphia Inquirer, 
12/21/03) known as rap groups, the slum- 
healing power of fried chicken and ... oh yes, 
City Hall. Because a very naive and sick part 
of you is charmed by tales of Italian Catholics, 
black Muslims and WASP bankers all harmo- 
niously gorging Philadelphia’s fleshy under- 
belly with fatty municipal contracts. Because 
everyone is talking about it, and you, reader, 
are everyone’s resident know-it-all. 


HOW did the probe start? 

Where there are drugs, there are bugs. If 
the Taliban hadn't been trafficking heroin, the 
C.I.A. might never know they were also play- 
ing host to Al Qaeda boot camps. If a rap 
group called the Richard Allen Mob (RAM) 
Squad (which hailed from the dreary projects 
that preceded those charming townhouse 
Richard Allen Homes around 10th and 
Parrish streets) had complied with the prom- 
ise touted in the liner notes of their 2001 
album, “To The Philly police: Stop hating, we 
sell music now!” we might not be having this 
conversation. But the album Random Access. 
Money, despite the involvement of Nelly, 
Cam'ron and South Philadelphia mobster 
Joseph “Skinny Joey” Merlino, was too 
mediocre even for commercial hip-hop radio. 
The RAM Squad sold 13,000 CDs, then 
returned to selling cocaine, where they made 
much better money involving themselves in a 
giant drug network that grew to involve hun- 
dreds of people, one of whom the police sus- 

‘pect might be a local Muslim religious leader, 

“the imvam of the Philadelphia Masjid, or 
mosque, at 47th and Wyalusing streets, 
Shamsud-din Ali. Ali was once known as 
Clarence Fowler, a black mafia leader who was 
convicted and sent to prison during the 1970s 
for the murder of a Baptist preacher that was 
later overturned. He is married to a woman, 
Faridah Ali a.k.a. Rita Spicer, whose taste in 
men has tended toward those of a narcotics- 
dealing inclination; her ex-husband was a con- 
victed coke dealer, her son was an alleged coke 
dealer and she, naturally, had been an FBI 
informant, according to the Philadelphia Daily 
News. Fowler was also a big supporter of 
Mayor John Street’s and an influential com- 
munity leader. Eventually the feds obtained a 
warrant to tap the imam’s phone. 


SO was the imam a drug trafficker? 

He hasn't been charged with anything yet, 
but the feds’ attentions quickly turned to other 
types of possible criminal activity. The imam’s 
mosque received money from drug dealers that 
some of said dealers described as a “street tax,” 
but Fowler/Ali—who was known to said deal- 
ers as ‘Cutty’ (Cutthroat)—seems, by most 


accounts, to have been more active as white- 
collar scam artist. Aside from the mosque, he 
had three main businesses: a collection agency, 
an adult education school and a we’ll-be-your- 
minority-partner-so-you-can-get-city-con- 
tracts firm that collected taxpayer dollars but 
didn’t really do anything. The school took in 
money for a community college that gave 
diplomas but didn’t always hold classes. The 
collection agency got some $60,000 in city 
money to collect delinquent taxes that weren't 
actually delinquent. The minority partnering 
firm partnered with a wireless firm to run cel- 
lular phone service at the Philadelphia 
Airport, when the airport could have paid 
thousands of dollar less for the same service. 
ISN'T all that stuff pretty low-level? Why is 
the probe so big? 

Wait, but you haven't heard the part about 
the free deck! The weekend usage of the 
condo in the Poconos! In all seriousness, this 
case is no Enron. Unfortunately, it takes a 
great deal more work and money to prosecute 
a hundred low-level scams than it does to 
prosecute one high-level one, and it is 
unquestionably the former this city seems to 
attract. But there are common threads that 
bind our hustlers together: besides drugs, for 
instance, there are minority business con- 
tracts. The imam won one for the cellular 
phone towers, and also partnered with a union 
boss—at a meeting also attended by an 
alleged mob boss from Scranton—to create a 
demolition company strictly for the purpose 
of getting minority contracts. (It never won 
any.) Then there were Renee Enterprises and 
Hoppergrass, companies owned by the girl- 
friend and. wife, respectively, of the imam’s 
close friend Ron White (who we will get to 
later), which became partners in over a dozen 
newsstands and bars at the Philadelphia 
International Airport, despite the fact they 
didn’t do anything. White's girlfriend—ahem, 
“paramour,” to use the feds’ term—won 
numerous ‘minority. business.'contract for a: 


‘phony “printing company”-called RPC that’ 


took city bond certificate printing jobs to 
Kinko’s-type outfits and invoiced the city for 
a 300 percent markup. 


WHO in City Hall is on the hook for all this 
stuff? 

The main city agencies that served as graft 
epicenters are the airport, the Minority 
Business Enterprise Council and the 
Department of Finance, where the one city 
employeewho has actually been charged, for- 
mer treasurer Corey Kemp, worked. Kemp 
was raised in North Philadelphia and worked 
as the treasurer of Reading, Pa., where he was 
accused of sexually harassing a co-worker in a 
case the city settled for $57,500, before return- 
ing to the big city to become the youngest per- 
son ever appointed to the job of city treasurer. 
As treasurer, Kemp was responsible for nam- 
ing the lawyers and investment bankers who 
would work on city bond deals and deciding 
who would hold the city’s money in the mean- 
time. In exchange for some perks—Super 
Bowl tickets, NBA All-Star Game tickets, a 
deck for his house, among others—he stands 


accused of handing these decisions over to 
Ron White, a lawyer, philanthropist and close 
friend of John Street. White in turn collected 
as many counsel and co-counsel gigs:as he 
could himself ($633,594 worth during Kemp's 
tenure) and steered other work to his friends 
and business associates in exchange for big 
mayoral campaign donations. White’s reputa- 
tion for brokering campaign contributions and 
city contracts precedes the Street administra- 
tion. At the airport, for instance, former avia- 
tion director Fred Testa says that when he 
took the job under Mayor Ed Rendell in 1999, 
colleagues told him, “Ron White gets your 
concessions.” And indeed he did: dozens of 
sweet contracts to do business at the airport 
were awarded to friends of Ron White with 
deep campaign-giving pockets but no actual 
expertise in what they were doing. In most 
cases, the Minority Business Enterprise 
Council (MBEC) enabled this charade; a city 
audit of MBEC’s activity showed that White's 
wife’s business Hoppergrass got certification, 
with “little evidence of meaningful review” of 
her qualifications, as a “disadvantaged busi- 
ness” within twenty-six business days. Other 
certifications took 200 or more days to 
process. Of ninety-one certification files ran- 
domly selected as part of the audit, twenty- 
four were missing and forty-four had insuffi- 
cient documentation to support the disadvan- 
tage certification. 


COULDNT we avoid all of this by putting 
city contracts up for bid on eBay? 

Yes. But the city has long tried to steer 
more contracts to “disadvantaged” businesses, 
and a combination of the indictments and the 
MBEC’s new chief Michael P. Williams will 
probably clean up the process by which a com- 
pany gets certified as “disadvantaged.” And 
even in cases where a city contract is supposed 
to be won by the lowest bidder, there are ways 
to rig it: For instance, when the city was trying 
to get a $30 million line of credit, Corey Kemp 
allegedly told his friends at Commerce Bank 
(who had earlier granted him a mortgage 
despite the fact that his car had been repos- 
sessed and his credit score of 433 was the worst 
his loan officer had seen in forty years on the 
job) what interest rate they would have to bid 
to undercut the competition—and Commerce 
got the job. Also, companies already wrongly 
certified as “disadvantaged” won't immediately 
lose that status. Likewise, the city can’t re- 
award all its contracts. The process of actually 
transferring city contracts to qualified bidders 
will take time. Or never happen. 


“HOW much prison time do these guys face? 


“\.° Who's paying their legal bills? ~~ 

Well, White and Kemp together face up to 
1,352 years in prison and $19 million in fines, 
and yes, they've pled not guilty. There has 
been no sign the two will turn on one anoth- 
er. Emerging from court, White said the feds 
had “taken a friendship ... and tried to portray 
it as something else,” and suggested they did- 
nt understand “the culture of the African 
American community.” 


WHAT'S the mayor's involvement anyway? 
And what does he have to say for himself? 

“People who support me in the general 
election have a greater chance of getting busi- 
ness from my administration.” (Philadelphia 
Inquirer, 9/21/99) 

The indictment says Street “instructed his 
staff that, if White or firms he touted 
appeared to be qualified, the staff members 
should award the city business White sought, 
and provide White with inside information he 
sought regarding the operations of city agen- 
cies otherwise unavailable to the public.” 
Street has denied this. But on the wiretaps, 
Kemp and White talk in the year before the 


election about how it’s time for businesses 
looking for city contracts to “get down or lay 
down,” and how Street’s reelection would “give 
us four more years to do our thing.” 

“I feel badly that there is a probe,” Street 
said, after White, Kemp and co. were indicted. 
“I wish it never happened, but it did and we're 
all going to live with it.” The feds have all but 
admitted that Street will get to live with it 
without being charged. 


SO, what good parts are you leaving out for 
> 


The fried chicken pages (forty to forty- 
four) are arguably, ahem, some of the indict- 
ments juiciest. City Treasurer Kemp shows up 
at a New York meeting between Ron White, 
their friend La-Van Hawkins and an owner of 
one hundred Church’s Fried Chicken fran- 
chises that White and Hawkins are trying to 
buy, and tells the Church's owrier that the city 
is interested in loaning White and Hawkins 
$40 million to buy the fried chicken franchis- 
es “as part of the revitalization of Philadelphia 
neighborhoods.” So the indictment reads. See, 
none of the fried chicken outlets were actually 
in Philadelphia, but Hawkins explained to the 
fellow that he had plans to expand into 
Philadelphia, thereby showering the city’s 
inner-city neighborhoods with badly-needed 
third-tier fast food options. It pains us to say 
that this deal never actually went down, but 
Kemp did allegedly remark on the phone with 
Ron White afterward, “That was fun ... that 
was a good day.” 

Also, our indictees are connected to that 
bustling big-money urban center, Reading. 
Kemp’s friend and old pastor Rev. Frank 
McCracken, who in 1997 as a Reading city 
councilman had charged that the sexual 
harassment suit against Kemp was racially 
motivated, stands to spend life in jail for bor- 
rowing money from Commerce Bank and 
receiving state welfare-to-work money for his 
church in Reading, and allegedly giving the 
funds to himself and Kemp. After he was 
indicted, he told the press: “If the government 
wants to persecute me, it’s the government 
that persecuted Jesus. It’s the government that 
persecuted Martin Luther King. It’s the gov- 
ernment that persecuted Marcus Garvey. It’s 
the government that persecuted Nelson 
Mandela. This is the government that allowed 
my ancestors to be raped. This is not new.” 

To view the full text of the indictment, 
visit www.usdoj.gov/usao/pae/News 
/Pr/2004/jun/jun04.html and click on the 
words “Philadelphia Corruption Case.” 


WHAT do. people at theRichard Allen 
Homes have'to say about all this? ~'~’ 

In addition to the RAM Squad, Ron 
White himself grew up at Richard Allen, and 
Kemp and Hawkins also hail from North 
Philadelphia and often referred to themselves 
as the “North Philly Three.” One warm June 
afternoon we stopped by to ask current resi- 
dents of the North Philadelphia public hous- 
ing development what they think of their 
native son's alleged misdeeds. ‘ 

“He hasn't been found guilty of anything,” 
said William Sweat, a laborer who's lived in 
the Richard Allen Homes for twenty-five 
years. “They're just saying what they think he 
did.” As for Mayor Street, “he hasn't done 
anything different than any administration 
before.” 

White’s charity, the Youth Leadership 
Foundation, sponsors a neighborhood basket- 
ball team. He dispenses scholarships and men- 
torships. He shows up to community events. 
He throws an annual benefit gala. Some resi- 
dents said he was being “railroaded,” others 
“scapegoated.” Everyone seemed to know him, 
and no one had an unkind thing to say about 
the man. 


~ 


ROLL CALL: A Selection of Local Measures From the Last Sixty Days 


How Your Elected 
Representatives Voted 


THE PHILADELPHIA 


CITY COUNCIL 


Summary of Bill or Resolution 


FARM AMIMALS (040566): Generally prohibits the keeping of certain farm animals, 


including certain poultry and livestock. 


GAS & WATER (040564, 040565): Require Philadelphia Gas Works and the 
Philadelphia Water Department to inform customers which of their charges are due 
to the cost of service provided to those who have not or will not pay their own bills 


STREET VENDORS (040370): Deletes all permitted vendor locations on both sides 


of Eighth Street between Market and Chestnut streets. 


BUSINESS PRIVILEGE TAX (040023-A): Amends the Philadelphia Code by reducing 


Certain tax rates for businesses. 
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“MY PERSONALITY IS INFINITE” 


from ALI page 1 

| the city’s official pleas for Wall Street loans, Ron 
|, White the Younger was more of a follower. The 
youngest of three White children growing up on 
the right side of Germantown, Ali trailed his 
| older sisters in the achievement department and, 
first inspired by a Cool G Rap album he heard in 
the fifth grade, he became a dillettantish “stu- 
dent of the streets” across the Avenue in the 
| more dilapidated section of “the G.” 

The streets were not the most merciful of 
tutors. Although onetime Temple Law School 
Dean Carl Singley described Ali’s father as a 

| man who “never stopped being a guy from the 
| streets in his mind,” and the elder White him- 
| self has blamed the federal probe on prosecutors’ 
inability to “understand African American cul- 
ture,” Ali could not as seamlessly reconcile his 
| class with his race. His friends from the G 
weren't always his real friends; his girlfriend was 
even less so. “She just saw what my family had 
and she wanted that,” he explains. Ali himself 
could not provide it, however. So after she gave 
birth to his son and he went away to Clark 
Atlanta University in Georgia, she began court- 
ing men in more lucrative lines of work. “I don’t 
know who she’s seeing anymore,” he says now. 
Ali’s mother, Aruby Odom-White, a-psychia- 
trist whose stakes in a dozen airport concessions 
drew the interest of federal investigators earlier 
this year, found time to raise their son Naim. 
For his part, Ali was embarking upon that 
| middle-class rite-of-passage, the collegiate find- 
ing of the true self. He was learning more about 
hip-hop, purchasing a sampler and some studio 
time, recording tracks. His sister Santi, who was 


writing songs for an up-and-coming “cerebral 
soul” singer Res, emboldened him to pursue life 
in the music business. He befriended the minis- 
ter Mason “Mase” Betha, the rapper with mid- 
dle-class roots who left the music industry to 
pursue a mathematics degree, found a non- 
denominational church, and officiate at hip-hop 
industry weddings. Although Ali’s infatuation 
with the streets had long endured, he had met in 

| Mase a rapper who understood what he himself 
is now beginning to understand: 

“What you had going on in the 20s, the 
30s, the 40s ... the 50s ... the 60s, the 70s, the 
80s and the 90s ... you had a drift. A drift away 

| from chastity, from purity ...” 


| CC A ili!” The man with dreadlocks in line 
outside Old City’s Red Sky on a recent 
| Sunday night lit up, his warm smile and firm 
| handshake for the moment seeming to send a 
| loose electron of good vibrations through the 
| rigid, dress-coded molecules aligned around the 
| velvet rope. 
| “Oh, this guy Ali, he was the master!” the 
man tells his friend. 

Red Sky’s bouncing team, which has 
already granted Ali water-bottle-only access to 
its admittedly-empty-but-ordinarily-bottle- 
service-only V.I.P. lounge tonight grows visibly 
annoyed. 

“He knew how to do business! Ali, man! 
Call me, okay! It’s been forever!” 

“That's a guy from G.FS.,” Ali explains 
matter-of-factly as we head back to his car, ref- 
erencing the Germantown Friends High School 
from which he graduated in 1996. “He was talk- 
ing about my skill with the ladies.” Ali smiles 
the distant smile of a man who has more impor- 
tant things to which to tend these days than 
| ladies, a man who tonight aired thoughts such 

as, “It’s like a modern-day Sodom and 


to do is build a mosque,” and “My personality is 
| infinite.” One trait that Ali and his father share 
is demonstrable skill with ladies. Although he 


Also known as Ali the Prime Minister 


“Mamadrama,” the first album he recorded 
upon returning to Philadelphia—and his 
unfaithful girlfriend—in 2002. The same 
album recounts his experience working as a 
popcorn vendor the Philadelphia 
International Airport. The job came courtesy 
Ali’s father, who former aviation officials say 


at 


unofficially ran concessions contracts at the air- 
port, was, as food service positions run, fairly 
sought-after. It did not, however, win the 
respect of Ali’s baby’s mama. 

These days, to make money and release the 
creative energies untapped by writing lyrics such 
as “But see I’m all about the money, silly bunny, 
and me giving you money, it sounds too funny”, 
Ali paints shirts. He has painted hundreds of T- 
shirts and feminine wifebeaters for his epony- 
mous clothing line, motto: “For those who are a 
little more abstract.” Ali shirts are painted with 
Tulip fabric paints, as is the style made popular 
by the local T-shirt company Miskeen, but as 
Ali says, his T-shirt designs are more ... 
abstract. Some of them say, “Fear Allah,” but Ali 
says he does not want to “turn off” prospective 
customers of other religions. Now most of the 
shirts are decorated with clusters of squiggly 
lines. He has no plans to hire other painters. 
“T'm trying, to keep it real exclusive.” 


s his father has gone through the unique 
re of reporter call after FBI inter- 
view after reporter call after incriminating 
headline, Ali has mulled numerous theories and 
parallels to his dad’s predicament. “It’s just like 
Martha Stewart,” he said at one point in 
March. “A woman who dakes cakes getting pun- 
ished for the people she knew.” Later he said 
his dad was “being punished for helping too 
many people.” After he began devoting more of 
his time to Islam, an FBI agent left a business 
card at his apartment, and Ali proclaimed the 
whole thing a “War on Islam.” (Ali's father is by 
some accounts a Muslim, although he is less 
devout than his son.) But by the time Ali was 
ready to let people hear his latest disc, he 
seemed to be taking his father’s ordeal with a 
sense of humor. “Should I call it ‘Al-Harraam 
(The Forbidden) Ali the Primeminister as Sam 
Rothstein’? Because it kind has a Rothstein 
kinda theme to it,” he polled a list of his friends 
in a June email. “But ... don’t want to alarm the 
FBI (smirk)” 

Ali eventually titled the album The Last 
Days Before the Deen, the Last Days Before the 
Indictment—the first clause referring to his 
conversion to strict Islam and the second, of 
course, to the probe. After this album, Ali says, 
he will no longer use profanity. 

Maybe if I double that / Hit the block hard 

Bring the triple stack / then I'll be kosher 

Dickhead, we like cosa notra 

But all the fiends like coca coca 

Lovers, I get uptown loca 

But all these bitches like stroke my chocha 

Ali admits Last Days does not represent 
where he'd like to be right now; it’s more, he 
says, a final love letter to the streets and the 
mobster lifestyle he once found so enticing. “I 
want to start being ahead of the curve in my 
music,” he explains. Right now, he estimates, he 
is as much as a year behind the curve. His plans 
to start performing spiritual hip-hop actually 
dovetail pretty well with the crest of the current 
curve being molded by another college-educat- 
ed, middle-class reared God-fearing rapper, the 
ubiquitous Kanye West. “I would like to write a 
response to ‘Jesus Walks,” he says, explaining 
that it is important for scripturally inclined hip- 
hop listeners to know that Mohammed, too, 
walked. 

Bur, scratch that: Ali does not need to be 


BUILDING BRIDGES (040265): Authorizes the Department of Veterans Affairs to con- 
struct and maintain a pedestrian bridge over and across University Avenue between 
Curie Boulevard and Crvic Center Boulevard 

SIDEWALK STARBUCKS (040516): Grants permission to Starbucks Coffee Company 


| Gomorrah out there,” and “What I really want 
| 
| 


| stands a mere 5'7”, Ron White the Elder won 
| the affections of myriad girls back at Richard 


ahead of the curve. Only Allah, after all, knows 
what the future holds for him. If it is Allah's 


to operate and maintain an open-air sidewalk cafe at 2201-19 South Broad Street, 
on the east footway of Broad south of Jackson Street 

GRAFFITI (040398). Changes the time an owner of private property has to remove 
graffiti that is visible to the public right-of-way from twelve to five days of the graf- 
fiti's appearance 


PLEASE TOUCH (040508): Atows the city to lense Memorial Hall to PTM [i Limited Partnership, 
which wil tutiease to PTW Id Limited Partnering, whuch will sub- subiense the premeses to the Please 
Touch Museum, under which Please Touch will restore memorial Hall for use as 8 chidren's museum 
ONE-WAY (D40500). Makes Twentieth Street between Belfield Avenue and Olney 
hereruse one-way, with traffic moving northbound 
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Allen and even at 53 was holding down rela- 
tionships, celebrating anniversaries and entering 
into business partnerships with two women. 
But Ali was slightly taller and his emotions 
slightly more fragile than those of his father, 
and few of our early conversations did not 
involve a reference to Naim’s mother. “A shout 
out to my baby’s mom, ‘cause that hurt, bitch,” 
he railed over an extended Coldplay sample on 


will, he will figure out the curve. It is more than 
enough, he says, to remain nghteous. 

And he would really like to sell enough T 
shirts to move out of Germantown as soon as 
possible, 

“It took me a long time to figure out that 
the streets were one big nothing,” he says 
“Because, you know, black people can make 


anything look so graceful.” ww 
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Reservist’s Ancestor Fought the Redcoats 
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world. (He can remember tuning in to Radio 
Baghdad on his shortwave radio during 
Desert Storm and hearing Depeche Mode’s 
“Enjoy the Silence.”) He has an audiophile 
phonograph with built-in settings for listen- 
ing to his old Decca, Columbia and Cameo 
Parkway records, some of which feature his 
father, Joe Techner, on trumpet. (He is grad- 
ually copying these to compact disc, he says.) 
Techner has also, for the past seven years, 
been researching his great-great-great-great 
grandfather Colin McLachlan, who fought 
in the Revolutionary War. He has organized 
all of the plastic-sheathed records on 
McLachlan into a soft black binder embla- 
zoned with McLachlan’s name and the U.S. 
Army seal. 

“I want to exhaust absolutely everything 
that there is to know about this man,” 
Techner says. “I want to write it as a narrative 
work with all the research laid out chrono- 
logically, with footnotes. I want to take my 
ancestor and use him as a way for people to 
learn about the American Revolution.” (This 
passion for genealogy is how he first met his 
wife, Carin—he and her mother were 
researching a 500 year-old German ancestor 
they had in common.) Drinking coffee from 
a “Go Army” mug, Techner’s face lights up 
when speaking of his military heritage. His 
service in Iraq is not only a culmination of 
his fifteen years as a reservist, it is a fulfill- 
ment of his family’s legacy. After years of 
researching the campaigns fought, battles 
waged and struggles endured by his ances- 


tors, he now has his own story to share with 
2 year-old Sarah and 5 year-old Joey. When 
Sarah throws a tantrum, he soothes her by 
plopping her down at the base of a pile of 
framed family photographs. She stacks them 
happily. 

“Did the children understand where I 
was? I know what I did. I explained to them 
that I was going to Iraq. Hey Sarah, where'd 
I go away to? Where was I?” 

“Iraq,” she responds. “You went to 
Baghdad.” 

Techner nods. “That's right, Sarah. Why 
did I go over there? What did I go over there 
to do?” 


Sarah isn't sure how to put it into 


Drew Figen stands in front of the former Republican Presidential Palace 
in Baghdad, current home of the U.S. Embassy. 


words. Joey looks up, eyes darting sideways. 
“Catch the bad guys,” he murmurs. The 
house is very quiet. 

Military and police work are both dan- 
gerous, Techner says. “But I get the same 
kind of satisfaction ... I like helping people 
who need my help.” 

While Techner was in Baghdad, both of 
his children had birthdays, and Sarah learned 
to talk. 

“I got home and I said to her, “You know, 
Sarah, I missed you.’ And she said, ‘I miss 
you too, Daddy.’ The preposition was in 
there. She had the whole sentence structure. 
I don't know where she picked that up. For a 
while, I didn’t know the child. It’s not easy 
leaving a family, even if it was just six 
months.” 

Techner has a square head, short, dark 
hair and extremely long eyelashes. His mind 
methodically proceeds from one point to 
another with a persistent regard for chronol- 
ogy and detail. He turns all of my questions 
into teaching moments. Our conversation 
wanders from tuning in to the BBC to barter- 
ing for a Persian rug to his efforts to restoring 
his father’s trumpet, always returning to the 
deeds of his forbearers. In addition to 
MacLachlan, eleven of his ancestors fought 
in the Revolutionary War, and one was a 
member of the Associators, a unit organized 
by Benjamin Franklin in 1747 that was to 
become the 111th Infantry—the Natiqnal 
Guard unit of which Techner is an alumnus. 
Only last month he visited West Virginia's 
Old Frederick County Courthouse, where 
Union soldier William McLachlan, his great- 
great-grandfather, was imprisoned during the 
Civil War. 

“As any military career professional—you 
don’t want to go for 20 years, never having 
been deployed. Now I’ve done it, I don't have 
an empty career. There’s also the biblical— 
the fact that I was in the Holy Land, in the 
cradle of civilization between the Tigris and 
the Euphrates. That has a lot of impact on 
me, in terms of memory. Being a part of his- 
tory. A major event occurred during my life- 
time and I was actually there as it unfolded, 
and I knew what was going on. That had an 
impact on me, just like it must have on my 
ancestors. I’ve done what they did now.” 


CHRISTINE SMALLWOOD: How did you 
find out youd been called up to go to Iraq? 

DREW TECHNER: Basically, I got a set of 
orders to go overseas. I didn’t even have to sign 
for these orders. It was a letter in the mail. I’ve 
never been overseas in my life. This was the first 
military deployment in my entire military 
career. I had thirty days to report, so I had to get 
my affairs in order real quick. I was finishing up 
my master's degree, my MBA. And my mother 
was in a nursing home, and I was in the process 
of emptying out her house and selling it. I had 
to do all this, and now I had thirty days to do it. 


I got it done. I emptied the whole house out, 
and the house actually sold the week after I left. 

So then we got a chartered Delta jumbo jet 
with a Christmas tree in the middle of the aisle. 
There were probably 300 people on that plane. 
The crew was easily brought to tears if you said 
something, cause they realized that these were 
the guys that were heading over. They had 
McDonald’s food brought in for us. They had 
Krispy Kreme donuts. The flight to Kuwait 
City took thirty-six hours. As soon as we got on 
the plan there were senior officers, Sergeant 


Majors, shaking our hands. It felt weird, like 


something out of Vietnam. 

In Kuwait City we stayed at Camp 
Wolverine. It’s a lot of dirt. Tent city, you 
know? About twenty-four hours later, we flew 
to Baghdad. We arrived at about 9 o'clock at 
night, and the full moon was beautiful, and it 
was quiet. I slept in my sleeping bag in the Air 
Force field. I didn’t know about mortars coming 
in and rocket grenades. 

When you get off the plane, the first thing 
you do is swipe your ID card. That’s very impor- 
tant, swiping your ID card, to record you're in 
country. In terms of being a combat veteran, in 
terms of pay, everything depends on you swip- 
ing that card when you get off the plane. 


CS: What was your job in Iraq? 

DT: I did military intelligence. 1 knew every- 
thing that was going on. I briefed the United 
Nations and the Joint Operations Center. 


CS: What sort of intelligence do you do? 

DT: My job was to know the threat. What's the 
threat? The threat is the terrorists, the insur- 
gents, the former regime elements. My job was 
to know about them, what they were doing, 
what they did, what they're doing now, and 
what they're planning on doing. I was a reporter 
in one sense, but I would also provide threat 
assessments as to what was going to happen. Of 
course it’s impossible for me to give you any 
specifics, because I was working at a top secret 
level. They call my job battle captain. I report- 
ed to a lieutenant colonel, and above him was a 
colonel, and above him was an intelligence gen- 
eral, Major General Barbara Fast, two stars. 
And then above her was a Lieutenant General 
Sanchez, three stars. And above him would be 
the Central Command Commander, four stars. 


CS: Where did you work? 

DT: I worked in Saddam's palace, in downtown 
Baghdad, formerly known as the Republican 
Presidential Palace. The palace is grandiose. On 
the outside it’s made of beautiful orange stone 
imported from Jordan. Inside, all the floors 
were made of Italian marble and the ceilings 
were vaulted and very high—you would think 
the Iraqis were giants or something. There were 
chandeliers in every single room, even the bath- 
rooms. You probably heard about the gold 
faucets. Well, a lot of the gold was just painted 
on. It was cheap, fake, just like the entire 
Hussein regime and the Baath party. At the 
north end there’s a chapel complex with a mural 
of all these ballistic missiles being fired. This 
was all about him demonstrating the power of 
Saddam. The country is impoverished, trashed. 


Techner’s living quarters inside a Baghdad trailer. 


In Kuwait, the whole country is in tight order 
like Beverly Hills. They're driving these nice 
cars—American cars, by the way—it’s clear 
they have money. Iraq is impoverished, trashed. 


CS: How’s the pay? 

DT: Well first there’s my basic pay, based on my 
grade and my time of service. That's compara- 
ble to my detective job. If you have mortgage, 
you get a Basic Housing Allowance or BHA, 
depending on your rank and ZIP code. I’m only 
paying $745 a month, but the BHA says I get 
$1,616. And then I got this Family Separation 


Allowance, to send home flowers and gifts. 
That’s $160 a month. Then there’s Hostile Fire 
Pay and Imminent Danger Pay—together 
that’s $250 a month. So I was making about 
$7,000 a month. 


CS: Even if you work in the palace, you get 
combat pay? 
DT: You can’t just work in the palace. You have 
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him and protect him.” 


to walk out to the trailer. 

CS: Did you have very much contact with the 
Iraqis? 

DT: There are children, and they'll stand on 
the corner and hawk bootleg DVDs and candy 
bars. They're there all day long, and they're 
small, some like three and a half years old, and 
they're very aggressive about it. The day after 
The Passion of Christ debuted at the movies they 
were there with bootlegs. And we had, we had 
what we called the Hajji mart. A Hajji—now, 
this may be a derogatory name—it’s the Arabs, 
every year they go to the Hajj, where they go on 
a pilgrimage to Mecca. Well, they consider it a 
compliment to be called a Hajji, but I don't 
know. Using that term may not be a positive 
thing. I never really broke it down, so I don't 
know. For lack of any other name, it was known 


as the Hajji mart. It’s like a flea market. I 
bought myself a Persian rug, I sent it home, 
now it’s on the basement floor. 

The insurgents in Iraq want as much insta- 
bility as possible. They feel threatened by the 
coalition’s presence and don’t want democracy. 
If the people are pissed off, the insurgents feel 
as though they have a groundswell. I'd go along 
the road to downtown Baghdad and you'd see 
Iraqis lined up for miles just to get a tank of gas, 
in a country that has the second largest oil 
reserves in the region. Some of them might 
think it’s us trying to punish them, but it’s not. 


DD Aioncb 


| This document from the old Hussein regime, which Techner was given by a fellow soldier in Hussein's 
Baghdad palace, says the bearer has fought “in the Mother of all battles: the day of chivalry” and there- 
fore “we have endorsed for the volunteer to participate in the Jihadi course which he successfully complet- 
ed and he is therefore qualified to defend the great Iraq.” The rest is decorative, reading "One Arab 
Nation with One Eternal Mission.” “The Baath Arab Socialist Party of Iraq” “Iraq National 
Command,” and “Upon the request of Struggling [Mujahed] President, Saddam Hussein: may god guide 


Techner with friends, on his last day in Iraq. 


We're trying to restore their electricity, oil, hos- 
pitals and basic services, and I think we're going 


a pretty good job of it. 


CS: You're a Philadelphia Police detective—is that 
why they asked you to do military intelligence? 

DT: No, no. One thing about the reserves is 
that about twenty percent of them are law 
enforcement or firemen. Overall, it’s that same 
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skill set. My personality is to be a detective. I 
really like it; it’s me. I’ve been with the Police 
Department for eleven years, and I started out 
as a foot-beat cop in Center City. In March of 
1996, I got promoted to detective and was 
assigned to the Northeast Detective Division. 
I’m a line detective, which means I handle 
everything from retail theft all the way up to 
homicide. 


CS: What kinds of cases do you like? 

DT: Every cop could write a book. Over the 
course of a career, you see everything. You get 
the front seat to the whole world. 

There was a case last year—an elderly 
woman at the Krewstown Shopping Center. 
She was a widow, living her life very content, 
able to go shopping every day and enjoy herself. 


While she was putting groceries in her car, this 
male and female couple split her head open 
with a crowbar and snatched her purse without 
saying a word. They used her credit card to 
fraudulently purchase jewelry, and the sold the 
jewelry outright at pawn shops to get the cash 
to go buy drugs. I was able to recover video sur- 
veillance tapes from the jewelry stores and we 
got identification of the two defendants, and 
we set up surveillance on the house and 
obtained search and arrest warrants. They were 
living in a half million dollar home in 
Huntington Valley. Heroin. I was able to quick- 


Techner with two Nepalese gurkhas in the mess hall. “They're very sweet,” 


ly get the video out to the media, and there was 
a big response from the public. One of the key 
things about this case was the fact that I was 
helping somebody who needed my help. I was 
helping a 78 year-old woman who was helpless. 
She had five sons and daughters, and they were 
all good kids, grown. And they all appreciated 
the help of the Police Department, I think the 
response the department gave to this family 
helped them heal. The department closed 
ranks—they came together very quickly; we all 
sought out each other, all of us across the whole 
department, we worked together as a team and 
captured these people without any hesitation or 
reservations. 


CS: What's your feeling on how the media rep- 
resents what's going on in Iraq? 

DT: There’s a lot of information in the media. 
I monitored the New York Times, the BBC, 
CNN, the Philadelphia Inquirer, and the 
Northeast Times. 1 was able to keep up with 
what was going on globally all the way down to 
locally here in my neighborhood, through the 
computer. Times have changed. I was in a 
command center, so I had Google, Internet, 
telephone, television access. I can’t say the 
same for the soldiers that were in maneuvers. A 
lot of the communication that we do within 
the military is over email. After all, the 
Internet was created by the Department of 
Defense. 


CS: Were you ever scared? 

DT: At times I was. Not enough to stop me 
from going about, though. We were getting 
mortared and rocket-propelled some of the 
time. You just had to wonder. I was afraid when 
I went outside the Green Zone to the airport or 
Camp Victory. 


CS: When you left, were people over there 
optimistic or run-down? 

DT: I think it’s all of the above. It’s an individ- 
ual thing. Some units there were coming home 
for a year. Other people wanted to extend, 
because they were making a lot of money. Not 
just contractors, but soldiers. Much of it 
depends on the individual. 


CS: How close were you to violence? 

DT: On January 18 I was in my trailer, putting 
on my boots. I was eight in the morning. All of 
a sudden the trailer just shook and shifted back 
and forth like it was made of paper. It was weird. 
I was in the middle of the bomb blast. A suicide 
bomber had gone to Assassins’ Gate and blown 
himself up, taking nineteen other people with 


he said. “I would always walk out the gate at night, and theyd say ‘good 
night, sir.’ But theyll kill you in a heartbeat. They don't care who you are.” 


him, all of them Iraqis. There were women and 
children that were just instantly gone. And to 
know that I felt the blast and that twenty peo- 
ple’s lives were gone ... that’s sobering. 1 was 
pretty upset about it. I experienced loss of life. 

There was a blast on New Year's Eve. I can 
remember the time, 9:18 p.m. at night. I was in 
my office and this blast of waves came through. 
A suicide bomber had hit the restaurant in the 
Palestine Hotel. That was the first time I had 
felt something like that and I realized hey, you 
know. I'm here. This is it. I'm not reading ‘the 
paper. This is it. # 
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Scenes from a Recruitment Office 


from RECRUIT page 1 
U.S. Army Recruitment Office is protected by 
cameras around the clock, although Sergeant 
Seymore, who's been in charge of the office for 
three months, tells me they have nothing to do 
with the guard and doesn’t even know who he 
reports to. 

Despite the fact that I had come in the pre- 
vious week, been turned away to seek prior 
approval, and had returned with said approval, 
the five officers seem surprised to see me again, 
Even in their uniforms—one, the medic, wears 
black track pants and an “Army of One” T-shirt 
in licu of the pressed trousers and tucked-in 
shirts of the others—they're like a class of 
smirking, subtly smart-ass students who are 
looking for a way out of detention time with 
the reporter. 

“Oh no, oh no,” Sergeant Moore says, as I 
approach his desk. “This is some bullshit!” I 
pull up a chair and hand him a copy of this 
newspaper. “I did the last one.” He looks at 
Sergeant Byron, who makes herself scarce and 
actually seems to shrink behind her desk. 
Moore flips through the copy of the paper. 


‘This is some propaganda!” he declares. 


A man with a chipped-tooth, waving 


, around two DVDs whose titles escape me, 


wants to give me his email address so I can con- 
tact him when I write an article about Native 
Americans. I respectfully decline. “I was born 
and raised on the reservation,” he grins. “The 
military reservation!” Laughing, looking 
around with delight, he leaves. ; 

While the recruitment sees a light traffic in 
crazies, most of the drop-ins are veterans look- 
ing to share in what Sergeant Johnson calls, 
one eyebrow arched, the “esprit de corps,” and 
pumps his fist sardonically. Johnson clearly 
enjoys piloting boats—what he did before his 
sant in recruiting began two years ago, and 
what he will return to—more than answering 
questions. “I was in West Philly before, 52nd 
and Walnut,” Seymore offers, Trained in com 
munication, he is more welcoming. “People 
would come in and ask for money.” 

On an earlier visit, on my way out the door, 
T asked Johnson if many people Stopped by just 


turn to RECRUIT, page 5 
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LETTERS FROM THE FRONT 


WRITTEN IN HASTE & HISTORY'S SHADOW 


from LETTERS page 1 
diary: 
ment of ... four belonging to the U.S. Army 
and to the 2nd Regt. Of Penn ... they each 
received upon his ... back forty strikes and one, 
with the cat—their heads shaved, and were 
driven through the principal streets, with the 
word robber (with letters two inches in length) 
placed upon their backs with the Rogue's 
March playing after them. Although these men 
doubtlessly deserve a punishment, yet the mood 
in which it was here inflicted is a relic of bar- 
barism, and ought not to be continued in an 
enlightened age.” : 

Stationed in Jalapa, Mexico, Geary’s crack- 
ing, green leather-bound pages, bound to the 
spine with string, document his “amusement at 
some of the [local] customs” as well as his occa- 
sional boredoms, as in an entry from June 11: 
“Nothing new. I am Officer of the day ...” 

In the last days of June, Geary’s handwrit- 
ing shrinks dramatically as he tries to squeeze 
more and more days out of his diary. He does 
not go so far as to mar the front page, which 


bears a passport-sized photograph of his face, 


but he crams his often illegible letters and past 
the margins to the page’s edge, thinking not of 
the future reader hunched over a desk in the 
Historical Society of Pennsylvania, but of only 
his own need to fit his Mexican War into this 
travel-sized journal that takes up no more than 
eight by six inches of space. 

Today, the pages are larger and the mail is 
faster. The technology for carrying messages 
and images from thousands of miles away has 
expanded to meet the needs of soldiers, and for 
some, their needs have expanded to fill it. In 
group emails and on weblogs, they write serial 
memoirs that seem to have no end. In early 
April, Will posted his last entry on “A Minute 
Longer: A Soldier’s Blog.” Wrapping up a year 
and a half in Iraq in his last, as he put it, fifteen 
minutes, he gave some shout-outs to friends 
and fellow soldiers, telling Wade, “Sarcasm is 
an art and you are the Andy Warhol of it,” 
thanking Mac “for listening,” and reminding 
Bob, “Thanks for the one-liners, ‘I don’t give a 
FAT shit!’ and “What the fuck, OVER?” He 
signed the post “I love you all,” and included 
two post-scripts: one letting readers know that 
of the so many things that had changed in 
Wisconsin, the biggest was him, and the other 

P bragging ‘that Jake, his new nephew, was doing 
“great, and. had managed to puke and fart on 
him within two hours of their first meeting. 

Will is an Army reservist of thirteen years 
with an alter ego he calls Captain Rooba. He is 
a Nuclear, Chemical and Biological Weapons 
Specialist, which means he is trained to clean 
up after a nuclear, chemical or biological 
attack. His web log tells the story of a seem- 
ingly callow 31 year-old man who drank so 
many beers on the evening of March 24 that 
he’s not sure how he found his way back to the 
barracks in Kuwait, where he was awaiting 
return to the United States. It features a photo 
of a saluting George C. Scott playing General 
Patton. It is at once a captivating and incredi- 
bly boring read. 

“Let me tell you about Iraq, and why it’s 
better than Kuwait,” Will wrote on March 13. 
“Yep, you read it right, Iraq is better than 
Kuwait for one reason: it’s the wild west and 
nobody messes with you. The rules are those 
meant to protect you and the chicken-shit of 
everyday Army life goes right out the window, 
which is very nice. In Kuwait however, the 
small minded / PowerPoint-driven microman- 
agement driven Army of One ... is alive and 
well. Flourishing actually. Too bad I don’t have 
time to tell you all about it ... but I will as soon 
as possible. Actually, we've got a pretty good 
‘live and leave me the hell alone or else,’ attitude 
going on here at Camp Victory and it is suiting 
everyone pretty well.” 

Some soldiers use the details of their expe- 


rience as a platform for trying out their own 


is is a day noted for the public punish- 


political beliefs and judgments on the mission 
as a whole. On April 13, 2004, long after a sol- 
dier who goes by the name of Moja Vera had 
returned to the U.S. following his tour of duty 
in Iraq, he republished blog entries that he had 
deleted, noting, “now that I’m not in the mili- 
tary anymore I can publish some entries that I 
had previously deleted because they might have 
got me in trouble...” 

The first republished post deals with Vera’s 
shock that his unit was no longer allowed to 
display the American flag. On June 3, 2003, he 
wrote: *; 

“It was put out that we didn’t want to 
‘offend the Iraqis.’ Offend??? Were we not 
bombing them? Have we not sanctioned their 
country into oblivion? Are we not preparing to 
invade? Aww ... there is that word ... ‘invade’ ... 
we do not ‘invade’ ... we ‘liberate.’ It all makes 
so much sense to me now. We could not fly the 
flag because of a word. We could not fly the flag 
because where our flag goes it brings a trail of 
war with it. Flying flag=invading force. Hidden 
flag=friendly, helpful neighbor. The american 
flag does not fly in Iraq ... soldiers are dying 
every day, not to preserve the American way of 
life (because our way of life isn’t really affected 
by Iraq) but to implement and protect 
American interests. What is an interest? That 
word sounds so business-like. So unworthy of 
the death that has pounded its way to the very 
core of this country ... there is good coming of 
this war and I am glad to see it. It is not my job 
to make policy. I implement it.” 

Less conflicted is the blogger and 
Republican committeeman Sergeant Chris 
Missick, who easily braids the minutiae of his 
day to day soldier's life with his larger theories 
about the workings of the world. Where the 
flag prohibition prompts Vera to vent his anxi- 
eties about the value of his mission, Missick 
uses the name of one of his favorite bands, the 
Kings of Convenience, as a chance to explain 
America’s position in the world. He meets a 
Dutch soldier, and is surprised to learn he is not 
familiar with the Norweigan band. 

“The act of discovering new music is indeed 
inconvenient,” he writes, “laboring to listen to 
and research hundreds of artists before you 
reach a single group or artist that is performing 
and writing music in a way you have yet to hear 
or feel ... perhaps the young Dutch soldier will 
find, when he returns home, the same appreci- 
ation for the local music scene in his homeland 
that I have. Ultimately it is America, through 
personal experience with terror, that has 
embarked on a bold journey to rid the world of 
Islamo-fascism and Extremist Islamic Terror 


groups ... our manifest destiny is now the pur- | 


suit and imparting of knowledge.” 

One does not have to be a soldier to have an 
opinion on a war, not does one have to have 
killed a man to prefer not to do so. Conversely, 
being close to a sudden, violent death can does 
not always make it easier to see whether that 
death would have meaning. If anything, Vera's 
account of a Scud alarm—“I drink ‘water 
through my canteen and the little straw that 
comes in the mask ... tastes like rubber ...”—is 
paralyzing. Vera, at least, has strategies for cop- 
ing. After the alarm ends, “I pick my book back 
up. T. unpauses the video game. Life moves on 
as if nothing happened. Because if you think 
about it, nothing really did.” He signs that 
entry “Baghdad 10:46. Tired soldier / just ate 
some cookies.” 

Though they seem to promise a more 
complete picture about what’s happening 
halfway around the world, these accounts only 
demonstrate the depth of the divide between 
the players in harm’s way and the spectators 
who put them there. Was it worth it? This is 
not a question soldiers, individually or collec- 
tively, are uniquely equipped to answer. They 
have no choice but to assume that it is. What 
their letters offer is a human measure of their 
sacrifice, which must then be weighed against 
the cause. mm 


from RECRUIT page 4 
to hang out. “No,” he replied. “Just you.” 

As Seymore explains the different levels of 
recruiters (a two-year rotation for sergeants, 
staff sergeants and sergeants first class, culled 
from the top ten percent of their career field, it 
can turn into a permanent gig), a young black 
man enters the lobby. It is a room littered, like 
the office itself, with “Army of One” pamphlets 
and posters, and cardboard cut-outs of military 
personnel—an officer “Garcia” in Naval address, 
a gun-toting, cammo-clad private “O'Neill.” 

The visitor is wearing a purple basketball 
jersey. Upon Johnson's prompting, Byron goes 
out to ask if he needs help. He explains that he’s 
from Africa, but from where I'm sitting I can’t 
catch the country name. They chat for a few 
moments, friendly, and he leaves with literature. 

The five sergeants at Broad and Cherry are 
each responsible for two new recruits a month. 
Even with 6,000 recruiters in the field, includ- 
ing ROTC and reserve units, there has been a 
major decline in the number of prospective sol- 
diers. Sergeant Seymore blames this on the past 
months of media coverage of the occupation of 
Iraq—basically, negative advertising. The offi- 
cers I met do no actual enlisting—giving the 
requisite physical, swearing in the enlistee with 


an oath to defend the United States from all 
enemies, foreign and domestic. They do more 
work on the front lines—approaching kids at 
malls and schools and over the phone with 
strategies that range from unearned praise to 
asking for directions. The parents, Seymore 
indicates, can be more abusive than the future 
troops, interjecting with comments like, “No 
way, I’m not going to send my kids to die” and 
jeers. Then they give the pre-enlistment screen- 
ing test, a practice standardized exam of math 
and English at an eighth grade level, before 
sending hopefuls on to the federal building at 
Sixth and Arch streets for the real thing. Most 
walk-ins, Johnson reports, don’t pass the test. 

Are recruiters ever allowed to date prospec- 
tive enlistees? 

No, Sergeant Seymore explains, they are 
prohibited from doing so by a code of honor. 

Do you refer to each other as ‘Sergeant’ 
when civilians aren't present, or do you have 
nicknames, or use first names? 

No answer. 

Do you like your job? I try. 

“That would be an opinion, and I wouldn't 
want to say.” Johnson is pleased with his own 
cleverness. “Maybe you would like the 
reserves,” Seymore adds, slyly. o 


Photographs From the War in Iraq 


from SOLDIER page 1 
running water and plumbing, making it 
possible for us to shower and use the toilets. 
Apparently in Iraq that’s rare, but ours 
weren't anything to brag about. They 
smelled absolutely disgusting, like backed 
up sewage. 

When we would get some down time, 
there were all kinds of facilities available, 
such as a gym, an Internet café and a phone 
center. The phone center had about thirty 
phones and there was almost always a line 
about a half hour to an hour long that we 
would have to wait in before trying to call 
home. There were a few Internet cafés on 
base and depending on what time it was you 
could almost always jump right onto a com- 
puter. The only bad part about the Internet 
connection is that it is slower than most 
dialup connection so it takes about thirty 
minutes to write one email. In our rooms 
most of us had DVD players or video game 
systems. There was also a PX (store) where 
there is a huge selection of DVDs and video 
games. Normally while we were at Falcon 
we had a good part of everyday to watch a 
movie or use the phones and Internet. 

Conditions in Fallujah were a lot worse. 
Here we were attached to work with the 
First Marine Division. When we arrived in 
Fallujah there was major combat going on. 
We were mainly responsible for working 
one of the only entrances in and out of the 
city. Another thing we were responsible for 
was to do patrols. When the city was 
reopened, we were responsible for letting 
families into and out of the city again. We 
would have to search every person and 
every vehicle coming through the check- 
point. After the Marines decided that 
Fallujah was safe enough, they removed us 
from that position. After that we patrolled 
all the main routes in the Fallujah area, just 
as we had done in Baghdad. On a few occa- 
sions we had to respond to JED attacks on 
convoys. A normal shift here would last 
about twelve hours but there was also about 
an hour before leaving for a mission to get 
prepared and then another thirty minutes 
or so for travel, making the shift close to 
fourteen hours. 

While working the checkpoint at 
Fallujah we interacted with lots of the local 
Iraqi population. Some of the families were 
happy about us being there and some didn’t 
enjoy the presence. More people were 
grateful for the U.S. military being there 
than those who weren't. A lot of the people 
try to learn English and the same went for 
us trying to learn Arabic. 

For meals we would mostly eat MREs 
(meal ready to eat). We would work four- 
teen hours so there wasn't really any time to 
stop by the chow hall. There are twenty-four 
different MREs—beef with mushrooms, 
hamburger patties, spaghetti with meatballs, 
grilled chicken or a few different kinds of 
pasta. Each MRE comes with either crack- 
ers or snack bread with cheese, jelly or 
peanut butter. They also come with a snack, 
things like Skittles, M&Ms or cheese crack- 
ers. When there was time to stop at the 
chow hall it almost wasn’t even worth it. 
The food was terrible. I’m not even sure if it 
was real food! It was always something that 
no one could make out, a paste. There were 
three different colors of paste you could 
have. There was also a salad bar that was 
rarely fresh. Something nice they had there 
were decent snacks, for some reason there 
was always what seemed to be fresh baked 
cakes or cookies for us. As far as drinks go 
there always seemed to be a shortage of any- 
thing but water. Sometimes there would be 
cans of soda or juice boxes, if there were. 
some there they were always warm. 

Our living area at Camp Fallujah was 
decent, despite the nickname “mortar mag- 
net” (mortars being bombs). The building 
was located right at the south gate of the 
camp, so it was a very large target and 
attracted a lot of rounds and mortars. 
Mortars and bullets often found their way 
right outside out building. We lived in a 
huge tin building with two floors, electrici- 
ty and air conditioning. The building had a 
few rooms, but since we were the last to 
arrive they were all full, leaving us with a 
big empty bay. We had to fit about thirty 
people with all of their gear into this bay, so 
we were sleeping with maybe a foot in 
between each cot. It wasn't the most com- 
fortable living arrangement but it was bet- 
ter than tents, which a lot of the Marines on 
base were staying in. 

During our stay in Fallujah we didn’t 
have too much down time but when we did 
there was a phone center, Internet café, 
gym, PX and it also a pool. The gym was 
really small but had everything necessary. It 
was also open twenty-four hours a day, 
seven days a week. The Internet café was 
also open 24/7 and was a super fast connec- 
tion, DSL I think. And since we had elec- 
tricity in our rooms we still had the televi- 
sions and video game systems: wed pur- 
chased before. wm 


“We found this pile of dinars and photos in a house in Baghdad during a 
house raid. We were looking for weapons, which is what most house raids 
are for. Iraqis are only allowed to have one gun, which they can carry with 
the appropriate permits and stuff. These guys had a lot more than one.” 


“We don't really interact with civilians much anymore. If we drive through a nicer part where they're used to us being around. all the kids will run out to 


the road and wave and give the thumbs up»When we dripe through the smaller villages the people give us the finger.” 


“This was a controlled weapons explosion. I take a lot of pictures of 
explosions. Especially when I was in Fallujah. I wish I had my camera 
one night, a bomb landed fifty yards from us and RPGs were coming in 


as well. It was so lit up it was like Christmas.” 


their weapon and run, literally.” 


_ ea 
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“This ts an Iraqi Civil Defense Officer conf 
as we leave, no one will protect their police force. Everytime something would 
happen and we had the Iraqi Army or police with us they would put down 


‘I'm with sixty people and we were some of the first Army troops to go into 
Fallujah. Later thirty more active Army MPs came in, and as we left some 
engineers came in. In a few weeks I'll just be moving somewhere else thats 

known as the new ‘Fallujah,’ with a greater chance of dying again. 


ering with U.S. soldiers. As soon 


“My. | friends took these photos. I don't remember what the story was with these gsiys. Over the last few months, stores have been put up at almost every base, 
50 people are buying cameras and laptops and almost everyone has a digital camera now. I read that they were trying to ban all digital cameras, but they 


won't be able to stop it, I don't know really why 


I take photos myself. I guess I just do because I can.” 
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WE'RE LOOKING PORA FEW 
GUYS WRO LAKE TO FIGHT. 


6. MARKET-FRANKFORD LINE TO 40TH 
STREET, 3:30 P.M. 

The middle car at 13th Street was danger- 
ously crowded. I was wet from the rain and 
pushed up against a man a few years older 
than me, by a woman holding a child. I let 
him know this awkward intimate position was 
okay for the time being, as there was nowhere 
to move. He had dark hair, long thick eyelash- 
es framing green-blue eyes, and olive velvet 
skin. If we have children I hope they have his eyes 
and build, my excitement and hopefully not my 
work ethic. We would be really nice to each other 


and live g semi-rural life with environmentally 
conscious modern conveniences. His body would 
always look this way, toned and young, I would 
make sure of it. As the car let out at City Hall, 
I found a seat in the west side of the car fac- 
ing the one he chose in the opposite. 

He looked different from far away, more 
perfect because he was sitting beside such 
disaster, you see the worst-off riding the El 
on rainy days. I wrote him a letter. 

“You look so beautiful sitting next to a 
crackhead and a fat man. Liz@space 
1026.com,” and handed it to him with a 
friendly smile as I got out at 40th Street. 


7. MARKET-FRANKFORD LINE TO BERKS, 
8:40 P.M. 

Whatever, I just wanted to get out of 
West Philadelphia. I sat in the first open seat 
to meet me, and met eyes with the darkest 
boy I have ever seen. Immediately, his look 
told me I had chosen the wrong seat. This is 
when I realized I could have sat anywhere 
else in the empty car. But I stayed there and 
just sort of glanced off into the windows’ 
darkness ,only to meet his eyes again in 
reflection. I felt trapped but continued to 
contest his eyes. He wore flat navy blue 
Dickies gear, a lanyard around his neck that 
read State Penn State Penn State over and 
over again, the deepest, darkest, most hollow 
eyes I have ever seen, and a jailhouse-style 
tattoo on his right forearm that read 
“MAN.” He fixed a death stare on me for the 
entire ride to Spring Garden. It was around 
Fifth Street, then I did not feel threatened by 
him anymore. I contemplated giving him a 
letter, but 1 thought he might follow me off 
the train. I stood up at Girard Ave. and wait- 
ed behind him near the doors. I could see 
him watching me, in another window's 
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I WRITE TO STRANGERS ON THE TRAIN 


aa BY LIZ RYWELSKI «~ 


reflection as I wrote. We were at Berks. The 
doors on a subway car stay open for about 
eight seconds. I counted to four, slipped my 
letter over his shoulder and stepped off the 
train just as they shut. As the train pulled 
away, I stood on the platform to watch him 
read the letter. 

“Man, please write to me, Liz_space- 
1026@yahoo.com’”. 


8. MARKET-FRANKFORD LINE TO BERKS, 
11:45 P.M. 

I sat behind an older man nerding out to a 
comic hook. H¢ Jooked so cute. I wrote noth- 
ing, aside from my email, on a soft piece of 
paper and offered it to him as I passed to exit. 

In reply, he lifted his hand to stop me, 
refusing my letter as if it were a religious 
tract. 

“No thanks,” he spoke without glancing up. 


9. MARKET-FRANKFORD LINE TO BERKS, 
9:30 P.M. 

I closed my book and stepped onto the 
second to last car, the car I usually always ride 
when going to Berks. 

Standing guard the entrance was a short 
white man, about 30. He wore a light blue 
collared shirt, khakis, wireless glasses, a 
shoulder bag, and stood reading The Art of 
War. He did not acknowledge ‘me as I 
squished by him to the right. I settled down 
in the first open seat and noticed everyone in 
the car staring at him. In the center of the 
aisle, shifting for no one, intensely reading a 
book in a half-crouched ready position for 
maximum stability. He continued to read and 
surfed the aisle as the train moved. At Fifth 
Street I thought for sure he would get off at 
Second, but he did not. I didn’t want to lose 
this guy, so I wrote him a letter and passed it 
to him as J got off at Spring Garden. 

“You are pretty, please write me, 
liz_space1026@yahoo.com.” 

While waiting at the Spring Garden sta- 
tion for the next train to Berks, I began to 
read in my book where I left off. 

But you run back and forth listening for 

unusual events, 

Peering into the faces of travelers. 

Why are you looking at me like a madman? 

‘Thave lost a friend. Please forgive me.” we 
Liz Rywelski lives in Philadelphia. She can be 
reached via email at liz_space 1026@yahoo.com. 
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EMPLOYMENT 


Focus Group 


I was late, and they had been waiting for me in the 
rain, believing that my girlfriend's home was my 
home and that I was rich and successful. The 
interview started off with questions about my val- 
ues and gradually got closer to its intended topic— 
my wardrobe of luxury clothes. I was instructed to 
go upstairs and change into a new outfit. I came 
down wearing my girlfriend's black bell-bottomed 
slacks. “Those ride pretty low,” the interviewer 
said. “I know,” I said. “I'm comfortable with that.” 
Our conversation lasted two hours. A week later, I 
received a check for $300. I think they wanted me 
to deceive ther, so that they might learn better 
techniques for deceiving me in the future. In this 
way, you could say they got their money's worth. I 
still need to FedEx them some photographs of all 
the things around me that are important to me, 
and I intend to send them very soon. * ® ® 1/2 


ENCOUNTER 


Waiting for a Table 


While waiting for a table for brunch on July 11, 
I seated myself on a bench on which happened to 
be also seated the South Jersey edition of the 
Sunday Philadelphia Inquirer. 1 leafed through 
articles on Vice President Cheney's Pennsylvania 
hideout and state Senator Fumo's pleasure boat. 
When I rose to check on the wait with the host- 
ess, a man followed me. He informed me that it 
was perfectly fine with him if I sat on his bench, 
but he would not tolerate my stealing his South 
Jersey edition of the Sunday Inquirer. I realized 
that that bench in question was, in fact, one of 
the goods for sale at the man in question's furni- 
ture store. I returned his newspaper, and apolo- 
gized. While I enjoyed the awkwardness of the 
mix-up, it was resolved with relatively little con- 
flict and no real feelings of persecution or con- 
spiracy. ** 


| his every word, we might be two 
| acquaintances who just happened to 


| breast pocket of Sfedu’s beige cor- 


PLASTIC BUDS PINNED TO A PAPER MAP 
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MINOR LEAGUE OF NATIONS 


Twenty-Six Diplomatic Dinghies Dock In Philadelphia, Far From Their Ships of State 


eorge Sfedu likes to worry. 
(Gor I have no idea 
if someone is around the 


corner waiting to shoot me.” 

Sfedu is an international busi- 
ness consultant, a husband and 
father, and, in his spare time, a 
diplomat. He mulls over this last 
vocation, a cup of black coffee dan- 
gling precariously from his hand. 
Two tiny flags are pinned to the 


duroy blazer, Romania and the 
United States. We are seated in the 
reception area of the Mission of 
Romania, a dim, spacious room off 
Rittenhouse Square crammed with 
elaborate mosaics and medieval 
paintings of the Virgin Mary. 
Strains of the Titanic soundtrack 
leak from a silver stereo. Were it not 
for the fact that I am writing down 


find ourselves lounging in stiff arm- 
chairs, discussing affairs of state. “It 
does cross my mind. There’s a cer- 
tain amount of danger. There is always a crazy 


| person.” But, he amends, it may be a slight one, 


“Terrorists and fundamentalists or whatever, 
extremists—even they have diplomats.” 

Sfedu was chosen by his native Romania to 
be Chief of Mission of Pennsylvania and a 
member of Philadelphia's Consular Corps, 
twenty-six men and women who all know one 
another and attend to their duties with varying 
degrees of pomp. Unlike the career diplomats of 
Washington, D.C,,and the United Natians del- 
egations of New York City, Philadelphia's diplo- 
mats are mostly part-time, mostly unpaid, and 


| seldom see their speeches simultaneously trans- 


lated into four languages for audiences around 
the world. Like satellites launched from their 
home countries, they plant their tiny flags in 
alien soil and radio back to headquarters, com- 
pensated by little more than the faintest whisper 
of local prestige. In this way, they are the ties 
that bind Philadelphia to the rest of the world. 

It is tempting to think the largest occupa- 
tional hazard Sfedu faces is a paper cut. He wit- 
nesses the signing of documents. He corre- 
sponds with consular offices in New York City 


| and Washington, D.C. He routes files to for- 


eign capitals to arrange the issuance of pass- 
ports and visas. His favorite part of the job is 
attending to the paperwork needs of old or sick 
Romanian citizens in the comfort of their own 
homes. 

A modest tricolor flag hangs in front of the 
Romanian mission at 1907 Spruce Street, the 
stately three-story brownstone that is also 
Sfedu’s home. The building has three living 
rooms—one for his family, one for the business 
of his homeland, and one for his consulting 
work. 

Sfedu first arrived in Philadelphia twenty- 
four years ago as a refugee, fleeing the 
Communist rule of Nicolae Ceausescu. His 
parents were defectors, which made him what 
he calls a persona non grata in the eyes of the 
state. He and his brother, university students, 
were eventually allowed to emigrate to reunite 
with their family. Sfedu never would have 
guessed that Ceausescu would die by firing 
squad and hed be invited to set up a storefront 
for his native land in the commonwealth of his 


| exile. But so it came to pass. The new 


Romanian government realized Sfedu's poten- 
tial as a consul in the usual Philadelphia way. 

“They found out my very strong business 
and social connections. The most important 
thing is who you know and how you know 
them. That’s important why? Because it more 
or less summarizes everything about you. If you 
are surrounded by circles that are influential, 
that means you did the right thing for the right 
time along the way, 

“They got to know me. When I found they 
had rid themselves of leftist ideals and so on, 
when communism dropped, I figure this is a 
good time to talk.” 

“Everybody's looking at me and saying, why 
are you so young?” he jokes. “But I'm not that 
young. It’s probably my youthful way of doing 
things. I'm old enough to have been around for 


a long time, Even if you are very good, if you 
haven't been around for a while there is no way 


| for you to accumulate the proper connections. 


“But you can also be very old and ye - 
pid,” he adds. ee 


After a year and a half of deliberating, he 
accepted the post and its motley portfolio, 


a 


“There are marriage issues, all kinds of 
problems that people encounter that you need 
to assist, even people complaining about a 
neighbor—why they call me, I don’t know.” 

But call they do, and Sfedu is there to 
answer, undertaking a host of miscellaneous 
duties for his countrymen. Romanians, particu- 
larly Jewish Romanians, frequently approach 
him for help tracing their genealogies. In case 
of arrest, a foreign national is entitled to see the 
consul.of his or her country..In the event that 
one wishes to send a departed family member 
overseas for burial, there is the matter of mor- 
tuary passports. < 

While the law cannot shield him from 
assassins bent on disrupt- 
ing the international order, 
Sfedu does enjoy a layer of 
protection over his papers 
and effects 
beyond that of ordinary 
citizens. Were it not for the 
Vienna Convention of 
Consular Relations, the 
tricolor flag hanging out- 
side the Spruce Street mis- 


personal 


sion would be merely deco- 
rative, subject to potential 
sanction from meddlesome 
local zoning codes and 
neighborhood associations. 
But because Sfedu is a con- 
sul, his flag is an official 
one, protected under inter- 
national law. And there’s 
more. Should Sfedu ever 
decide to move his office 
across town, all storage and 
cartage of his coats-of- 
arms, flags, signboards, 
seals and stamps, books, 
printed matter and furni- 
ture will be exempt from 
any customs duties—or 
one to levy a special tax on 
the moving of office supplies from ZIP code to 
ZIP code. In the unlikely event of arrest, 
Sfedu's person is to be treated with due respect 
for his station; his consular archives are invio- 
lable. 

But consuls enjoy more than preferred 
treatment in the face of these unlikely calami- 
ties. There are tangible perks, too. Sfedu shows 
me his U.S. Department of State-issued con- 
sular ID, a most impressive laminated card that, 
though it affords no discounts at cinemas or 
area restaurants, proved to be quite the conver- 
sation starter. Not to mention the special con- 
sular placard that grants Sfedu free parking 
outside his brownstone, for up to two weeks at 
Philadelphia International Airport, and in sev- 
eral other Consular Only spaces around town. 


corgia Athanasopulos, consul of Panama, 

knows Sfedu from the Consular Corps 
Association. The nonprofit group busies itself 
with raising funds for the relief of members’ 
nations and hosting luncheons where the 
Twenty-Six can make small talk and maintain 
cordial relations of state. While repeatedly open- 
ing and closing a stapler, Athanasopulos con- 
fessed to discussing parenting strategies and 
making child-care arrangements with other con- 


suls at such functions. In fact, at the time of our 
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On thg left 1s George Sfedu, Consul of Romania. On the right is Erik Torp, Consul of Norway. 


meeting in her official quarters at 124 Chestnut 
Street, one of Sfedu’s daughters is at her home. 

“We're more than colleagues, we're also 
friends,” she explains. 

The highlight of the consular social year is 
the banquet held at 
Philadelphia's Union League, which was inau- 
gurated in 2003. They host the event on a 
Friday, because it is easier to book the date. 


annual consular 


Athanasopulos proudly estimates that nine- 
ty percent of the world’s ships are registered as 
During the 1920s, 
Panama's permissive attitude towards alcohol 


Panamanian vessels. 


on board persuaded many a North American 
skipper to hoist her two-starred flag. Since 
then, Panama’s lenient tax 
code has continued to win 
the allegiance of ships 
around the world. When 
these vessels come through 
port, Anthanasopulos 
makes herself available to 
certify deck, engine and oil 
log books with her stamps 
and flourishes. 
Having 
minor difficulties reaching 


encountered 


and interviewing some of 
the 
Cyprus and Finland—I ask 


Consuls—Moldova, 


Athanasopulos for advice. 
She is unable to be of much 
help. Of Moldova, she 
shrugs her shoulders. “He 
disappeared. We 
know what happened to 
him.” For the briefest of 
moments, the name of the 


don't 


Consul of Finland escapes 
her. 


nce, when any of the 
On kingdoms that 
make up the Scandanavian 
peninsula had any business 
in Philadelphia, they went 
through the office of a single man, Bengt O. 
Jansson. The brass plaque outside his office at 
114 Christian Street, a mere spit from 
Headhouse Square, still bears witness to that 
era when the “Honorary Consulate of 
Finland—Norway—Sweden” brandished a tri- 
dent of local clout. 

Today the name of Sweden is blacked out, 
but legible. Norway still shines on the plaque, 
but her offices have moved elsewhere. These 
days, Jansson must make due with being the 
consul of Finand, and barely that—at the time 
of this writing, his retirement is imminent. By 
the summer's end he will at last have laid quar- 
ters on the eyes of his thirty years of public serv- 
ice. 

In the consul’s office, model ships nestle 
into the wood-paneled walls; the room is 
cramped. A glass-enclosed tank in the bowels 
of the far corner is adorned with flags. The cap- 
tain’s quarters are sectioned off from the main 
cabin, where at least four desks gasp for air 
under the weight of so much paper, A severe, 
middle-aged brunette smokes, stranded in the 
chaos; her workstation’s bowsprit faces the 
door. When the phone rings, she betrays her 
coordinates, “Consul of Finland,” she says to 
the caller, , 


Finland isn’t here, she tells me. Yet: Ahoy! 


As she speaks, a side door opens 
and in shuffles a pudgy, red-faced, 
white-haired gentleman. Behind his 
curling shoulders is the yawning 
gullet of the warehouse out of 
which he runs a shipping company. 
What captain wouldn't cut a deal 
with the man who signs the log 
books in port? 

Finland is grumbly and mumbly 
and fussy; he may be shy, but he is 
also rude. Although “not that many” 
come to see him in his consular 
capacity, he has no time for an 
interview. Today he leaves for 
Baltimore; tonight he returns. 
When I return the next week, his 
disinterest turns to anger. The 
receptionist, in lime-green, makes 
herself busy with her sandwich and 
watches the scene with interest. It 
does not seem that the press often 
descends upon this otherwise disre- 
garded office. Finland raises his 
voice, petty tyrant of visas and seals. 


ike his fellow Scandinavian, 

Erik Torp’s office is full of 
ships—photographs of ships, model ships, 
blueprints of ships, imported liquors whose 
oak-barreled passage across the equator has ele- 
vated them from the drinkable to the collecta- 
ble. Torp’s business is international ship broker- 
age—a priest of commerce, he marries cargo to 
vessel—but most of his clients hail from 
Norway, the country he left as a young shipping 
trainee. He had imagined that after a brief 
sojourn in Manhattan, he would make his for- 
tunes in Tokyo. Instead, he fell in love with a 
Philadelphian. 

“Can I say monkey business?” he joked, 
when asked to explain his line of work. “No, 
don’t write that down.” 

Torp’s office is full of samples of the goods 
that are transported across the Adantic on his 
ships, salt rock and fertilizer; large flags of his 
homeland adorn the room, complementing a 
beautiful color photograph of the King and 
Queen of Norway, framed and under glass. 
When he officially took up the post, upon 
Bensson’s retirement at age 70, he received a 
proclamation from this same king, signed 
Harold R. The “R,” he explained to me, is for 
“Rex.” 

Some wishful thinkers imagine themselves 
his comrade, as did Edward Rendell, who, dur- 
ing his tenure as mayor, donned a Viking hat in 
honor of Leif Ericson Day. “Do a good job! We 
Norwegians need you!” he signed the photo- 
graph that hangs in the consul’s spacious state- 
room. 

“Street would never do something like 
that,” Torp sighs, pointing to a photo of the 
current mayor, at one function or another, a 
dutiful, dull smile wedging his cheeks apart like 
a vice. As a young ship broker gallivanting in 
and out of the bars of New York City, Torp’s 
accent drew frequent remarks. No one could 
place it. He would respond to this curiosity 
with a riddle. “My country shares borders with 
Russia, Finland and Sweden,” he would sav to 
the Americans. Recounting this story from the 
eleventh floor of 1760 Market Street, the win- 
dows facing the construction of another 
Continental, seated on clean, modern furniture, 
he laughed. Torp is very good-natured. 

To prove his point about the difficulties of 

geography, he pulls out an atlas and asks me to 
name the states that border Idaho. It is a miser- 
able failure. Neither of us can do it. I suggested 
repeating the experiment with Kansas; it is 
somewhat more successful. 
He then quizzes me on the number of liters 
in a gallon. Knowingly chuckling at my igno 
rance, he whips out a calculator. $40 a Barrel: 
four liters to a gallon, a few currency conversions 
later: Americans may complain, but Norwegians 
pay $5.85 a gallon to fill up their heavily-taxed, 
expensive, foreign-import automobiles, 

When the oil prices hit $40 a barrel, every 
ie peat around smiling,” he says. The 
: Snura largest exporter of oil, Norwegians 

rag coyay; what the United Nations identifies as 
eceetanees of living in the world. They 
as eo 7 c th = to boot, and the luxu 
aN state nurse in their sunset years. Despite 
likes nh rete pape Torp likes America. He 
area Apdiots i he still finds time to 
bie ingen 3 “ee ori year, his wite and 
island that, judgin, fro wee aidan 
hs deed ging trom the aerial photograph 

8 me, may be some kind of paradise. 
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t's close to midnight on a Monday at 

Woody’s when an emcee in drag calls 

Barbara to the stage. She’s one of the few 
women here, easily the oldest. The crowd of 
Diesel jeans, sleeveless tees, and refined hair- 
cuts parts, making way for a plump woman in 
her 60s, wearing pink pants, sneakers and a 
white jacket with gold griffins, the kind you see 
walking down the Adantic City boardwalk on a 
breezy August night. She always wears a wig to 
cultivate an image, she says, just like Cher or 
Madonna. Tonight it’s a dirty blonde job, very 
Carol Channing, that’s enhanced with bright 
extensions, blonde to the point of yellowness 
and attached with a golden plastic clip. When 
she hears the first notes, she shuts her eyes, 
throws her head back and raises her arms, let- 
ting the microphone hang an inch or two from 
her mouth. 

“Baby look at me, and tell me what you see. 
You ain't seen the best of me yet. Give me time, 
T’ll make you forget the rest.” 

If you ask, Barbara will tell you about her 
marquee performances at Longwood Gardens 
and the 1964 Democratic National Convention 
in Atlantic City, her cameos in Dead Poet's 
Society and on 1980s game show Win, Lose or 
Draw with Mr. T. She's since scaled her act 
back to focus exclusively on karaoke and open- 
mic nights. She likes to sing in Atlantic City 
when she can catch a ride with friends, but fre- 
quently finds herself stranded in Philadelphia, 
performing at gay venues like Woody's, Pure, 
and Tavern on Camac, and sometimes straight 
joints like Doc Watson's Pub. 

Barbara's repertoire varies little from week 
to week; this time, she’s singing “Fame,” one of 
her more hopeful numbers. Others include 
“Don't Rain on My Parade,” “Hopelessly 
Devoted to You” and “Don't Cry for Me 
Argentina.” She’s performed these songs so 
many times that she no longer needs the words. 
“Fame” is one of the few songs she sings in time 
to the music; for others she prefers to go at her 
own pace, letting the words take their time 
coming to her, deaf to the music that’s left her 
behind. 


arbara Rocco has always wanted to enter- 

tain. She started when she was five years 
old in South Philadelphia, dancing in talent 
shows at churches and community centers. 
After graduating from Chestnut Hill College 
in 1963 with a degree in biology, she became a 
substitute teacher so she'd be able to earn a liv- 
ing while pursuing her true calling, show busi- 
ness. 

“I never wanted to be stuck without money. 
I was bright enough to know that in show busi- 
ness there could be times when you didn’t work 
and didn’t make money,” she says. “I can go 
anywhere and get a job.” 

Wherever she goes, Barbara carries a thick 
folder containing copies of her two-page 
resume. It lists many of her performances but, 
as she is always sure to note, there are more to 
add. On it, she describes herself as an enter- 
tainer (“multitalented, character actress, singer, 
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Don’t Cry For Me 


BARBARA ROCCO, KARAOKE STAR 
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Barbara Rocco performing at Woody’. 


' 
dancer, comedienne”) and singer (“mixed reper- 
toire artist, show tunes, standard tunes, patriot- 
ic tunes, contemporary tunes, arias, light oper- 
atic tunes, requests, folk, country western, rock 
and disco”). Most of the events listed are coun- 
ty and state fairs, a few college concerts, and 
some hospitals. None have dates or her role. 
She also carries copies of letters of recognition 
for her performances, most notably from 
Frankie Miller, executive assistant to Governor 
and Mrs. P.S. du Pont of Delaware, who in 
1984 praised a performance at the governor's 
fair by one Bobbie Christopher, a stage name 
Barbara says she used at the time. In her Bobbie 


Christopher days, she dressed more glamorous- 
ly. “I wore sequined costumes. But I gave up 
carrying them around ‘cause I said, “You know 
what? They're going to have to accept me. I 
don’t feel like a sequined costume now. I want: 
to save that for some day when I’m higher up 
the ladder.” 

Barbara has always wanted to reach a wider 
audience than a few hundred people watching at 
a fairground. “I just want mass appeal,” she says, 
and she is willing to put in whatever work it 
takes to win it. Her dedication, however, often 
puts her at odds with her fellow karaoke and 
open-mic night performers. She recently lost a 


karaoke contest at Pure, a gay club just off 13th 
and Locust streets that carried a $500 cash prize, 
and was none too pleased about the competition. 

“I work for this, you know? It’s not like, 
hey, I’m just doing this for fun and games and 
I'm doing this for nothing. I’m working for it. 


I don’t know what these other people are doing, | 


but I’m a working professional.” 


B arbara has theories. The first time we met, | 


she wanted to talk about nothing else; the 
second time, she insisted we pick a second place 
to meet, just in case the first, the Wendy’s at 
11th and Walnut streets, was sabotaged. “They” 
are trying her for 
stardom.“They’ are a large and inclusive group 
composed of her siblings, boyfriend, Middle 
Eastern terrorists, federal agents, and Atlantic 
City casino bosses, among others. She has a 
litany of charges that include mail tampering, 
phone tapping, kidnapping, and theft of her 


to ruin chances 


property, especially of items related to her | 


career, such as headshots and news clippings. 
She’s convinced that her career in Atlantic City 


never reached its apex because a group of | 


Middle Easterners told her that somebody was 


making sure word of her talent wasn’t reaching | 


the upper echelons of casino power. Even 
though she believed these men to be terrorists, 
she took them at their word. “Just because 
youre a terrorist doesn’t mean you can't be my 
friend,” she says. Barbara isn’t happy with how 
much she makes in tips when she performs, and 
she has a theory about that too. 


| 


“They told me the karaoke would be | 


thrown. In other words, something to the 
effect that I wouldn’t be making the tips that 
I'm supposed to be making. Now I'll tell you 
the truth: some nights I’ve made as much as 
thirty-five dollars in tips but there’s some 
nights I make nothing. Why? I don’t know. 


All I know is that whatchamacallit that works | 
here on 12th Street, this Puerto Rican fella who | 


works at the gay clubs in Rehoboth Beach, told 
me that I should be making, he said, at least one 
hundred dollars a night at Woody's. 


“I’ve figured out the ways they could be | 


doing this. The P.A. system is tampered with 
because it’s loud all the time and drowning me 
out. You can’t hear the quality. You see, if you 
sing, what makes a star is what they do with 
their voice on the microphone. How they 
change it around: soft, loud, feeling, breathing, 
everything, all the factors. If you can’t hear that, 
youre the same as everyone else. You're just 
drowned out and loud.” 

She sounds theatrical when talking about 
these crimes against her, waving her hands and 
slapping the table, her voice rising as she dia- 
grams the overlapping coils of the conspiracy 
against her. The charges are recorded and anno- 
tated on napkins in straight, clean block letters. 
She has sent portions of the dossier to the 
Department of Justice and members of the 
state Legislature, whose cordially baffled replies 
have been of little help. Next, Barbara plans to 
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stage, carrying shopping bags from West 
Berlin; acrobats flew through the air over her 
head. “Tear down / this wall!” As the music 
died down, the breakdancer played a shell game 


with the woman shopper, winning her money. 
It was a new world; hard trance and house 
music; shopping, shell games. 

The Russian tumblers’ painted faces 
reminded me of the showman Ronald Reagan 
of yore, as seen in 1943’s This is the Army. 
Lieutenant Ronald Reagan (whose bad eye- 
sight made him unfit for combat but a perfect- 
ly suitable star for numerous training films) 
plays Corporal Johnny Jones, a soldier who 
doesn’t want to marry his girlfriend Eileen 
Dibble, since the war is so dangerous. For his 
part, he’s touring America with a Broadway- 
style military revue, also called This is The Army, 
with such crowd-pleasers as minstrel shows and 
soldiers in drag. “How could I be a widow with 
a baby if we don’t get married?” asks Eileen, her 
eyes bright with tears. “Well that’s just why we 
don’t get married, until this war is over!” And 
he adds, with a straight face, “Will I see you 
after the show?” 

Sixty-one years later, on June 5, former 
President Ronald Reagan died at age 93 and 
many were left wondering if the show had ever 
ended. As Reagan's friend, former Nevada gov- 
ernor Paul Laxalt, eulogized, “Much of life is 
psychological, and it is Reagan’s genius that he 
convinced himself and others that he was not 
really a politician, which inspired unbelievable 
trust in him.” Trust and psychology the media 
were full of. The right talked about winning the 
Cold War and the city on the hill; the left noted 
the trading of arms for hostages and the raping 
Mikhail Gorbachev 
remembered Reagan as “a really big person.” 
Guns were ceremonially fired at U.S. military 
bases around the world. In California, youth 
soccer teams watched the passing of the Reagan 


of Guatemalan nuns. 


hearse while wrapped in the American flag; 
other flags slid halfway down their poles. 
Firefighters lined up to watch the funeral pro- 
cession go by and whole families stood at atten- 
tion and improvised curbside salutes. More than 
2,000 foreign dignitaries including German 
Chancellor Gerhard Schroder, attended the 
D.C. state funeral alongside such Hollywood 
luminaries as Joan Collins and Merv Griffin. 
In a videotaped message, Margaret 
Thatcher credited Reagan with winning the 
Cold War. And President George W. Bush 
said, “There were no doubters among those 
who swung hammers at the hated wall that the 
first and hardest blow had been struck by 
President Ronald Reagan.” In America, every 
newspaper and television host was talking 
about Reagan's conquest of Eastern Europe. 
One would think that the once divided city of 
Berlin would join America in mourning the 
death But other than 
President Johannes Rau's written statement 
that “the news of the death of the former 
American president fills many people here with 


of their liberator. 


sadness,” I hardly noticed anything at all. 

I called Katya Kumkova, an enterprising 
young freelance correspondent for the state- 
owned German news service Deutsche Welle. 
Nobody cared much about Reagan in Russia, 
she said, and the funeral of Yuri Andropov, 
general secretary of the Communist Party was 
bigger in 1984 than Reagan's is now. “For 
Andropov’s death, there were no cartoons on 
television,” says Katya, who was 4 years old at 
the time. “And if you check the schedule, I 
think there were cartoons on American TV 
when Reagan died. So you really can't com- 
pare.” Unlike Andropov, Reagan was bodily 
present at his funeral, visibly prone in his 700- 
pound mahogany coffin. At Andropov’s funer- 
al, Katya explains, “there were no caskets or 
bodies. There was a lot of classical music, 


THOM LESSNER 


somber musicians playing very sad chamber 
music. But no bodies.” 

Yakov Linetsky, a native of the Ukraine 
now enrolled at Hastings School of Law in San 
Francisco, was less cynical than Kumkova. 
Reagan's funeral was “much more genuine” than 
Andropov’s, “a real outpouring of love on the 
part of the American people, a testament to our 
admiration for a very affable leader.” On the 
other hand, he said, it was a huge waste. “In a 
time of fiscal constraints, it is a bit problematic 
that the workers of the federal government and 
the state of California should be given a day 
off.” 

Did Reagan bring down the wall? The peo- 
ple I spoke to in Berlin said no. The political 
factors, they said, were internal; the influence 
from the West was cultural—particularly pop 
music. The arms race hadn't made a difference; 
the loss of faith in Communism among both 
elites and ordinary people had. By the time 
Gorbachev publicly annulled the Brezhnev 
Doctrine in 1989 and pledged not to support 
Eastern European governments by force, the 
wall was as good as down. How is Reagan 
remembered in that process? 

“A right-wing asshole,” said Beatrice Jugert, 
an artist working in Berlin. “Not a very success- 
ful president, and very cruel.” Reagan is hated. 
But in the 1980s, she allowed, American flag 
designs were a big hit on European T-shirts, 
sweatshirts, and “American-style chocolate chip 
cookies.” Not anymore, she said; they're vanish- 
ing all over. 

Beate Rademacher was a drama student at 
the Hochschule fiir Schauspielkunst “Ernst 
Busch” when the wall came down. Was Reagan 
a part of that? Was he a liberator? 

“Aber bitte schon, warum?” she asked, baf- 
fled. Why would that be? How would that be? 
Why would anyone think that? And what 
about Michael Jackson’s famous 1989 West 
Berlin concert, when millions of East Germans 
flocked to the wall to hear him? That was 
important, she said. “Michael Jackson is a clas- 
sic,” she emphasized. “I love what he's done 
with the plastic surgery. He's turned himself 
into a work of art. He's beyond race.” 

“And he loves children!” added her son 
Merlin, 11. “He spent a million dollars on a 
home for needy children.” 

Ingrid Miuiller, press coordinator at the 
American Academy in Berlin, speaks perfect 
Russian and has traveled there widely. As the 
only woman and the only foreigner present, she 
witnessed the election of a Cossack ataman. She 
the 
Communist-hating Russian countryside, meet- 
ing the descendants of the Czar’s tribal bullies 
and hanging out with the peasants. I asked her 
about the letter in the New York Times that said 


journeyed deep into right-wing, 


that Eastern Europeans “must” have photos of 
Reagan hung in their homes. She'd never seen 
one. Nobody ever talks about him in Eastem 
Europe, she said. But the funeral, I asked, was it 
like an Eastern European state funeral? “I'll tell 
you one thing I noticed about the funeral,” she 
said. “The Americans just can’t march. They're 
not snappy marchers.” Not like the Habsburgs 
could, anyway. Ingrid is from Lower Austria. 
Claudia Schwarz, an administrator at the 
Free University here, also hails from the east 
side of the wall. In the years after reunification, 
she traveled frequently to Connecticut, where 
she became close to her Republican host fami- 
ly. But over dinner at one of East Berlin's hand- 
some Indian restaurants, she, too, had no idea 
how Reagan could have had any role in the wall 
Michael Jackson, I asked? 


Important, she said, “But don't forget the Pink 


coming down 


Floyd concert.” # 

Ben Letzler will be moving from Berlin, 
Germany to Cambridge, Massachusetts this 
September. He can be reached at bletzler@ 
yahoo.com. 
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FISHTOWN, Phila—There are still a few 
sets of data (e.g. mobile phone numbers, New 
Yorker articles, sexual histories) that cannot be 
found on the Internet. Thanks to amateur his- 
torian Matthew Ainslie, the names, addresses 
and occupations of the people who lived in 
Philadelphia in 1785 are no longer among 
them. Over the last three years, he has typed 
them, one by one, into spreadsheets and 
uploaded them to his website. 

In his parsonage home beside the 
Atonement Lutheran Church, where his wife is 
a minister, Matthew Ainslie opens a thick 
binder. Inside is a scratchy and cracked-looking 
microfilm copy of the 1785 Philadelphia city 
directory. In hand-cast typefaces, the directory 
lists professions like cordwainer, periwig maker 
and gentlewoman. Ainslie began entering the 
information into a spreadsheet in 2001. 

“T just sat there with this propped up to the 
side, and typed in a few pages at a time,” he 
says. He could have used optical recognition 
software, he concedes. But the data entry was 
too much fun. The names—names like Isaac 
Fitzrandolph, Widow Leech,  Ezekial 
Harman—would make Ainslie’s “mind go off 

.. as to who these people actually were. What 
did they look like? Why did they choose to live 
where they lived?” 

A few pages a time, a few hours a day, a few 
years of losing track of time hunched over the 
screen, imagination ablaze, have three years 
later produced a database containing some- 
where between 6,000 and 8,000 names—he 
never counted. It is a labor Ainslie says was 
inspired in part when he learned of the bitter 
centuries-old rivalry of two colonial 
Philadelphians, stockbroker Francis White and 
Captain John MacPherson, who in 1785 both 
took to the city’s streets in an attempt to log the 
first American city directory. 

The captain’s directory, according to 
Ainslie, was more thorough, as he recorded 
even the responses of those who, perhaps con- 
sidering his project an undue invasion of priva- 
cy, had refused to give names. But his European 
style of recording parcels of land did not take 
off with the largely illiterate population, and his 
directory was outsold by White’s, which used 
simple street and block coordinates. 

When Ainslie combined these directories 
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The Philadelphia Directory, 1791 


with information gleaned by the federal gov- 
ernment’s first census in 1790, rough stories of 
ordinary Philadelphians began to emerge from 
what had merely been a list of archaic names. In 
1810, for instance, Ainslie’s website tells us that 
one druggist, one gravedigger, and sixty house 
carpenters called the area bounded by the 


Delaware River, Vine, Fourth, and Race streets 
home. In that same year, 520 free blacks lived in 
a quarter that extended from Fourth and Race 
and Arch streets to the city’s western edge. And 
in the same neighborhood as one surgeon-den- 
tist, one English teacher, and one German 
teacher were seven Windsor chairmakers and 


sixteen self-described “ladies.” 
Ainslie is fascinated by all of this. “There 


was a coachmaker named Israel Bringhurst who 
| 


was apparently living with three apparently 


unmarried women and there’s no explanation as | 
to why—were these people related to him, was | 
he protecting them, was he taking advantage of 


them? It raises more questions than it answers,” 
he says. “But it answers an awful lot of ques- 
tions, too.” 

Ainslie works part-time at Freeman's 


Auction House and interns at the Atwater Kent | 


Museum, where his duties include everything 
from object handling to security, and in his 
spare time, he performs in Revolutionary War 
reenactments. Still too young, at 32, to play 
Washington, he enjoys his status as a nameless 
private. 

We consume our history largely through 
the rarified lives of a few individual people, 
Ainslie explains; his goal is to chronicle the his- 
tory of place; exactly what and who a city was at 
a single moment. 


“It’s a different way of cross-linking infor- 


mation, being able to look at it in the context in 
which it actually occurred. People don’t live 
biographically. They don't live in a vacuum with 
only themselves and their family—they have 
their neighbors and the place where they buy 
their meat.” 


By combining data from all these directo- | 


ries, he may one day be able to create a separate 
record on each Philadelphia house. He has also 
considered creating a kind of virtual tour or 
video presentation using early photographs and 
engravings of vanished homes, but such ideas 
are beyond the present limits of his hypertext 
skills and ten megabyte server. 

Next, Ainslie will tackle the 1791 and 1805 
directories—this time with optical recognition 
software. 

“It’s just not the same,” he says, to have a 
machine do all the work. But the payoff would 
be immense. 


“If all the directories of a particular city | 


were done, you would know, theoretically, the 
names of all the people who had ever lived 
there.” =~ 

The spreadsheets can be downloaded free from 
Matthew Ainslie’s website at Attp://home.earth- 
link. net/~hogarth28/. © 


WACHOVIA SHAVES PAYCHECKS 


Workers Whine About Winnowed Wages 


DOWNINGTOWN, Pa.— Early this 
year, Wachovia decided that if Beth White 
refuses to become their customer, they’ll take 
her money anyway, four dollars of it each 
time she cashes her weekly $450 paycheck. 
White, who crafts jewelry out of Sea Glass 
for White Light Productions, already has a 
joint checking account with her husband at 
Citizens Bank. But her employer banks at 
Wachovia, so whenever White needs her 
money on payday, she has to settle for $446. 

If the fee was intended to convince White 
to switch to Wachovia, it hasn't worked. 

“Frankly, having a bank nickel and dime 
me does not make me anxious to jump on 
board,” she said. 

According to Consumer Reports, banks 
collected $32.6 billion in service fees on 
checking accounts and other deposit 
accounts in 2003, twenty percent more than 
they took in two years before. Wachovia 
spokesperson Barbara Nate said she didn't 
know how much of Wachovia's revenue the 
check cashing fee accounts for. “Our first and 
primary goal is to serve our customers,” she 
said, and White is not a customer. 

Mark Hall, the man who signs White's 
paychecks, may not be a Wachovia customer 
for much longer. Rather than put up with ten 
employees “griping at the office” about the 
Wachovia fee, he plans to switch his account 
to Commerce Bank. 

PNC has charged a similar $3 check 
cashing fee since 1999, Both PNC and 
Wachovia offer free checking accounts, but 
these don’t help low-income workers living 
from paycheck to paycheck, and who must 
either pay $4 to immediately cash their pay- 
checks or face a $30 charge when their 
accounts are overdrawn. When city employee 


OPEN AN ACCOUNT OR PAY $4 CHECK CASHING FEE 


Rick Haas complained to Wachovia about 
the $30, the bank advised he get a Visa card 
and link it to his account. “It’s not enough 
that they want to take all my money,” he said, 
“but now they want to put me in more debt? 
They're trying to make money off people 
who don’t have any.” 

In California, Bank of America and 
Wells Fargo are facing lawsuits over check 
cashing fees. In North Carolina, public inter- 
est groups like Common Sense are trying to 
convince banks to get rid of them. Action by 
the city government of Augusta, Georgia, a 
Wachovia customer, convinced the bank to 
waive the fee, according to Kathy Green, a 
city budget analyst. “We expressed our con- 
cerns and they waived the fee as long as we 
still encouraged employees to open Wachovia 
accounts,” she said. 

Hall said it would be easier to move his 
company’s money to Commerce than move 
his whole operation to Georgia. Why 
Commerce? Hall cites “a strong commitment 
to customer service, at least for the short 
term.” For the long term, he’s not convinced, 
“Everyone feels like they're being ripped off,” 
he said. “For the most part, big banks do that. 


Until you're a million-dollar customer with 


them, they don’t care about you.” 


In Pennsylvania, the check-cashing fee 
has yet not faced much organized resistance, 
and it is unlikely to be met with legal action 
anytime soon. State Sen. Jack Wagner sits on 
the Legislature’s Banking and Insurance | 
Committee. While he said he doesn’t antici- | 
pate Wachovia's new fee will win them many 
new customers, he doesn't think it’s the gov- 
ernment’s place to intervene. “I, for one, am | 
not a person who believes passing laws is the 
answer to everything,” #« 
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Dash Shaw hues in. New York City. His work can be viewed online at www.dashshaw.com. 


from BARBARA page 7 
ask District Attorney Lynne Abraham to bring 
the responsible parties to justice. 

Sometimes the grind of trying to advance 
her career while avoiding the traps set by those 
who would keep her from fame gets to her, and 
she allows herself a moment of exasperation 
with it all, a moment of imagining the leisurely 
life of a retiree. 

“I want to sing, dance and act. That’s what 
it’s all about. How 
about a game of tennis? Do I get to play, do I 
get to have fun? I don’t even have fun. 

“How about lying on the beach? Well, I 
did that in Atlantic City, but I ran back and 
forth to do the karaoke everyday on the board- 
walk besides doing the things at night. Now 
I'll tell ya, I’m out there getting publicity. 
Everybody said to keep going. If you can't 
dance, sing. If you can’t act, sing. But you've 
got to keep going. You'll never make it in show 
business by stopping. It doesn't matter if they 
take away this or take away that. You've got to 
keep performing.” 

She'd perform every night of the week if she 
could. Each night is a chance to hone her craft 
and build a following, and have a roof over her 
head for a few hours. She can spend the better 


I want my education. 


part of her days at Wendy's or Millennium | 


Cafe, where she'll buy a baked potato, coffee or 
Danish for the right to sit and set down her 
bags and suitcases. The story at night is differ- 
ent. She'll stay at a bar or club until closing, 
usually around 2:00 a.m. By that time, there are 
only a few hours to kill on the street until the 
next day begins. mm 

Jesse Smith studies journalism at Temple 


University. He can be reached at jesse.smith 


@temple.edu. 


BUREAUCRACY 
Library Card 


Filling out the paperwork to receive my 
Free Library of Philadelphia card was more 
satisfying than selecting a novel to borrow 
with said card. While I experienced emotions 
ranging from pride to gratitude to a deep love 
of community and democracy and freedom 
when handed my card, I was unable to locate 
any of the books I really wanted to read on 
the shelves. Perhaps one must approach the 
adult fiction of the local library with an Open 
mind, not asking, Does the library have the 
book I am looking for?, but rather, What 
books can the library offer me today? 
xk 
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THE PHILADELPHIA INDEPENDENT 
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The Church of Divine Energy 


FOURMEN FOUND NEW RELIGION IN WEST PHILA. 


The four ministers. The altar upon which they sit ts sometimes used for musical performances. 


he Church of Divine Energy is hold- 
ing their weekly Sunday service in a 
nondescript tan building at 48th St. 
ad Woodland Ave. There is no sermon, no 
dllection plate, no choir, no recitation of a 
acred text. There is, however, one Head 
jlinister Seph, also known as Seph Gorgar 
Argonaut Emperor, though nothing is official 
yet. There are two other ministers who helped 
Seph found the church, Kevin O’Brien and 
Justin Duerr. Their tattooed arms extend from 
the simple vestments of their faded t-shirts in 
a posture of humble welcome. A dozen or so 
men in their 20s and 30s sit in folding chairs 
on the concrete floor. The congregation. 
“Okay, let’s get things started,” is how 
Head Minister Seph customarily begins the 
, service, which could easily be mistaken for a 
meetitg. But it is more than a meeting; the 


fruits of last week’s energies are weighed, the 
potential for next week’s energies are discussed, 
sound energy from Minister Justin compares 
the merits and feasibility of space versus time 
traveh Even the sun gets in on the action, 
throwing down cheery beams of light and 
heat-energy to warm the church’s walls. In this 
way the energy is spent, and energy is wor- 
shipped. The service's surface bubbles with 
possible projects: a take-one-leave-one shelf 
for books and pamphlets, a workshop on host- 
ing and trading digital mp3 music files. There 
is even talk of doing something about those 
persistent words “Lick Nuts” that have,been 
showing up repeatedly on the surface of the 
building. 

Inside, graffiti art and collages hang on 
the church’s exposed brick and concrete walls. 
The bathroom is wallpapered with postets of 


arcane symbols and many-armed deities that 
could have been culled from Aleister 
Crowley's spell book. The ministers estab- 
lished the church in early 2004 as a haven for 
high volume music, performance art, and 
community workshops on topics like bike 
repair, alternative energy, and screenprinting. 
Most C.O.D.E. events charge five dollars or 
less at the door. It is no wonder Seph is Head 
Minister, bearing as he does the doubly heavy 
cross of soundman and ownership duties. 
The C.O.D.E.’s policies are based on those 
of long: standing do-it-yourself performance 
venues like New York City’s ABC No Rio and 
Berkeley's Gillman Street. Everyone who per- 
forms or watches a performance at C.O.D.E. 
signs a form to become a member of the 
church that acknowledges the risks of watch- 
ing a performance in a warehouse space and 


“releases the ministers from liability should any- 


thing go wrong. 

While there is little talk of doctrine at the 
service, the C.O.D.E. does have an excellent 
manifesto posted on their website, which rails 
against the mediocrity of corporate-sponsored 
artwork, announces a new age of self-expres- 
sion and self-reliance, takes truth back from 
the self-appointed wise men, hands it back to 
the people (truth’s rightful owners), and pro- 
ceeds to boil everything in the universe down 
into a transcendent reduction of the One, the 
same unassailable rhetorical move that won 
Parmenides so much fame in ancient Greece. It 
reads in part, “We seek to present and nurture 
that creative action which maximizes its cre- 
ators’ potential. We hold in our beliefs that the 
closer an individual comes to maximizing their 
potential, the closer they draw to pure energy 
and the perfect state of union. This in turn 
begins erasing the borders between all humans, 
indeed, between all realities.” 

On top of getting to explain the nature of 
the universe and man’s place within it, being a 
church has practical advantages. Unlike all 
buildings other than single-family dwellings, 
churches don’t need to obtain use permits from 
the city’s Department of Licenses and 
Inspections, and they are allowed to operate in 
residential areas where most businesses and 
performance venues would be prohibited. This 
may mean the C.O.D.E. will be able to survive 


longer than earlier informal venues. Churches 
can even be exempt from federal taxes and 
qualify for special faith-based funding. But the 
ministers say taking the unusual step of organ- 
izing their space as a church wasn’t a strategic 
decision so much as a spiritual one, and they 
have yet to take advantage of any of the above. 
After their Sunday meeting ended, I spoke 
with the ministers and Rob Arters, who han- 
dles the church’s booking and promotions. 


$$$ 


INTERVIEW BY S. SEBASTIAN PETSU 
Sebastian Petsu: What does the Church of 
Divine Energy preach? 

Minister Kevin: It’s in the name. 

Head Minister Seph: If you do what you do the 
best, then that is the closest you'll get to ener- 
gy. We are a forum for people to express them- 
selves, more or less. We don't preach a lot and 
we don't have dogma. It’s set up under a reli- 
gious organization because it’s more impas- 
sioned. 

Minister Justin: C.O.D.E. is not a Christian- 
based organization. It’s non-denominational. 
It’s a gathering place. People need to find their 
actual will, what it is they're meant to do in life, 
and they need a platform to bring that forth. 
That's what we're trying to do, create that plat- 
form. 


SP: What texts or other schools of thought 
does your manifesto draw on? 

MJ: I was reading a lot of Gnostic Christian 
texts around the time that I wrote it, so I’m sure 
that rubbed off on it a little bit. 


SP: Do all the organizers believe in the mani- 
festo? Or do some folks just like to book per- 
formances and events? 

MJ: People are free not to believe the mani- 
festo. 

Rob Arters: Ninety percent are just people who 
want to come here to book shows. 

HMS: The core of the manifesto is based on 
energy. Even if you're denying it, you're utiliz- 
ing energy. You can tell me you don't believe in 
energy, but you're expending energy to tell it to 
me, so it becomes a paradox. 

SP: What is the meaning of the C.O.D.E.’s 
logo with the five interlocking rings? 


HMS: A bunch of items equal one. 

MJ: The eyes symbolize consciousness. The 
five rings represent the five senses. 

SP: Do you see C.O.D.E. as a force for social 


change? 


The congregation 1s a varied group. 


MJ: It could be a force for inner change for an 
individual person which I guess would there- 
fore lead to social change, because everything 
you do is going to effect the people around you. 
MK: We want to help people self-liberate. 

MJ: I’ve always been interested in things that 
are political but don't carry a banner stating that 
they're political. They're just doing what they 
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do and it has political ramifications. 

SP: Have you had any problems with neighbors 
complaining about the noise? 

HMS: Not so far. 

MJ: Something that killed a lot of other places 
Killtime, the 
FakeHaus, the Stalag, was that they rented 


on Lancaster Avenue, the 


their spaces. L&I came down on their landlords 
and their landlords came down on them. We 
don’t have to worry about that. 


SP: You're all white guys. This seers to be a 
mostly black neighborhood. Has there been any 
tension as a result of that? 

MK: Nothing overt. 

HMS: It just seems like two different cultures 

RA: There’s actually a guy who lives up the 
street who does photography that I actually 
talked to, who is going to be showing some of 
his stuff at a show that I’m doing. He came by 
here and was totally into what we were doing. 

MK: We're open to everybody. I just don’t think 
we appeal to a lot of people. 

HMS: Hopefully that'll change. Worlds can 
come together. 


SP: Almost all your shows are five dollars. Are 
you able to pay touring bands and pay your bills 
with this income? 

HMS: It’s able to continue. 

RA: Of the five dollars, the church takes one 


dollar at the door. Each band gets one dollar at 


the door. The promoter gets one dollar to work 
with, which usually goes towards the workshop. 
HMS: It’s set up that way because once you get 
above five dollars you start dealing with riders 


and guarantees. We're not a venue. The sound’s 
not perfect. We're just a place that does stuff to 
do stuff. The five dollars really keeps it on artis 

tic level rather than a money level. When you 
get above five dollars it becomes like tl 
Khyber, which it something I’m not interested 


in being. 


SP: Do you receive any outside grants or 
funding? 

MK: Yeah, I work forty hours a week at a café 
~ 

S. Sebastian Petsu is a photographer and bicy 
living in West Philadelphia. He can be reached a 


poetsgrooye@yahoo.com. 
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BY SARAH FAN 


awrence Weschler connects. Literally 

so—he draws the bright line from 

point A to point Bas he takes on a rich 
and idiosyncratic range of topics: the Yugoslav 
War Crimes Tribunal; the director Roman 
Polanski; his own grandfather, the composer 
Ernst Toch; David Hockney’s photo collages; a 
furniture designer afflicted with Parkinson’; 
and the quality of the light in Southern 
California, all of which are considered in his 
newest book, Vermeer in Bosnia, a collection of 
pieces from the past twenty years. For once, the 
book description gets a book and its: writer 
right: Weschler is indeed “an uncanny collector 
and connector of wonders” and conjunctions 
are his business. Such connections/conjunc- 
tions/convergences can run in many different 
ways, from causality to resemblance to the pas- 
sage of time, and Weschler works to draw them 
out and put them on the page. 

A longtime staff writer for The New Yorker, 
Lawrence Weschler is perhaps best known for 
Mr. Wilson's Cabinet of Wonder, a brief book 
guiding the reader through the mystifying 
delights of Los Angeles’s Museum of Jurassic 
Technology that was as charming and trans- 
porting as any of the museum's carefully illumi- 
nated factual and fabricated treasures. 
Inasmuch as connections play into the new 
book as a whole, Vermeer in Bosnia seems sub- 
ject to looser links than his previous compendi- 
ums. 4 Wanderer in the Perfect City collected 
some of his “passion pieces,” loving profiles of 
unexpected and rewarding subjects, including 
the musical lexicographer Nicolas Slominsky, 
the cartoonist Ben Katchor, and the wandering 
rocket scientist-turned-banker Gary Isaacs. 
Calamities of Exile: Three Nonfiction Novellas 
dealt with three political exiles: South African 
Breyten Breytenbach, Iraqi Kanan Makiya, 
and Czech Jan Karan. Reporting the efforts to 
account for torture undertaken by totalitarian 
regimes in Brazil and Uruguay when the tor- 
turers still lived alongside their victims led to 4 
Miracle, a Universe. 

It’s a strange career he has carved out, as he 
has noted himself: reportage from the bleakest 
of places—countries struggling to reconcile 
horrifying histories with the necessity of 
shared futures—alongside long trips with 
artists and eccentrics in their distinct and pri- 
vate pursuits. Yet all his stories are always sto- 
ries of people, not systems, and they describe 
the limited and courageous work people do in 
the course of living. Perhaps his shifts from one 
pole to the other can be read as a basic 
response, recourse to the great and hopeful 
noise culture makes against destruction, death, 
and war. Or tries to, at least. 

It makes sense that Vermeer in Bosnia opens 
with a 1985 piece, “Why I Can’t Write 
Fiction,” in which the writer claims that “the 
part of my sensibility which I demonstrate in 
nonfiction makes fiction an impossible mode 
for me. That’s because for me the world is 
already filled to bursting with interconnec- 
tions, interrelationships, consequences, and 
consequences of consequences. The world as it 
is is overdetermined: the web of all those inter- 
relationships is dense to the point of satura- 
tion.” He describes his work as worrying 
through those knots, tracing the lines and lin- 
eages, and making the loops (yes) connect. 
Once given the Weschler treatment, such tan- 
gles and inarticulate coincidences often do take 
on fresh meaning. The strange turns of Roman 
Polanski’s life, familiar as they may be, become 
newly shocking when mapped out by Weschler 
in a long profile; this is a story you simply could 
not make up, however fanciful or melodramat- 
ic your own sensibility. Any overview of a life 
requires scope and detail, which Weschler 
readily supplies, pulling focus to best effect, He 
is especially keen to mark totemic moments, 
when those big-picture concerns (scope) dove- 
tail with small-picture events (detail). 

All of Weschler’s profiles use unbroken 
strings of paragraph-long quotations, one after 
the other, almost like monologues distilled and 
recorded, as if the author's great gift is as 
amanuensis. One Vermeer in Bosnia Piece is 


largely a continuous record of the artist Robert 
Irwin (the subject of Weschler’s first book, the 
passion piece Seeing Is Forgetting the Name of 
the Thing One Sees) describing his adolescence 
as he drives through Los Angeles, but Irwin 
drawls his way through his richly episodic past 


without assigning much weight to any particu- 
lar incident, however unlikely-sounding. Aside 
from Art Spiegelman, no one in the new book 
is quite as voluble and self-aware as the 
estimable Nicolas Slominsky or Gary Isaacs. 

The Spiegelman piece was also included in 
A Wanderer in the Perfect City, which itself was a 
reconfiguration (pieces added, subtracted, or 
updated) of a still earlier book, Shapinsky’s 
Karma, Boggs'’s Bills and Other True-Life Tales. 
(The Boggs piece—about an artist who paints 
currency and then tries to use art as currency— 
was spun off and expanded into its own book, 
Boggs: A Comedy of Values.) Spiegelman’s reap- 
pearance in Vermeer in Bosnia comes under the 
heading “Three Polish Survivor Stories;” the 
other two are Polanski’s and the politician Jerzy 
Urban’s, the latter presented as a fascinating, 
semi-grotesque figure of Shakespearean com- 
plication whose own slippery agenda makes the 
monologue, or the profile through self-presen- 
tation, inappropriate. Difficult as it is to organ- 
ize pieces from twenty years of peripatetic 
reporting, this book may dilute its effect with 
the hazy connections from piece to piece. The 
associations slacken and the rubric stretches 
thin—though the most erratic section has an 
obvious enough theme: “Grandfathers and 
Daughters.” Weschler’'s grandfather, Ernst 
Toch, was an important modernist composer in 
Weimar Berlin before Hitler's rise forced him 
to flee to California. But while Toch carries a 
rich history, Weschler’s essay doesn't jell as suc- 
cessfully as his other pieces, in part because 
there seems to be too much missing, too many 
pieces left out, and the full conception of a self 
that the details should give doesn’t quite 
emerge. It never quite takes shape. Toch 
remains a half-obscured figure, perhaps because 
he is being re-created posthumously by a rela- 
tive who remembers him as distant and cordial; 
the piece replicates that effect. Weschler may 
need his subject alive and talking. 

A great part of the satisfaction in reading 
Weschler’s books derives from his status as the 
perfect listener. Reading his writing becomes a 
way of inhabiting that ideal, making it possible 
to Be the perfect audience, smart and attentive, 
contemplative and humble. Lives that, encoun- 
tered apart from Weschler’s mediating wisdom, 
would seem scary and obsessive, lived by peo- 
ple whose explanatory monologues might be 
something to escape rather than relish, take on 
a. compelling richness that fulfills the desire for 
both narrative and the unexpected. In part, the 
success of his work lies in its ability to allow the 
reader to inhabit Ais experience of his subjects, 
to be as expansive and curious an interlocutor 
and reporter. It is not always possible to love 
his subjects with the absorption and attention 
that he shows in his writing, yet the demon 
stration of that care, that particularly inventive 
brand of interest, is itself a kind of tonic. 

Weschler's self-described willing suspen- 
sion of disbelief in the face of unbelievable 
reality also allows him to work effectively as an 
enthusiast. He tells people as well as he tells 
stories—or, he makes people into stories with 
{ respect. Since he is not writing biog 
raphies, which are consigned to trot through 
lives in a formal chronological fashion, he can 


sense ane 


use the past when it serves to illuminate the 


present, to throw light and develop shadows on 
what can appear impossible, unlikely, or simply 
meaningless. Still, that can be very hard work, 
for sometimes history distorts and even 
obstructs the truth, as is the case with Bosnia. 


he Bosnian essays are suitably tragic and 

sometimes quite funny (at least in diag- 
nosing the ethnically specific “brain damage” 
that prevents Serbs from acknowledging the 
Srebrenica massacre for the horror it clearly is), 
and governed most obviously by Weschler’s 
own hopes and expectations. Unlike Mr. 
Wilson's Cabinet of Wonder, the writing itself 
does not become a tiny world like the one 
described. Bosnia is too big for that, its compli- 
cations too great to be teased out. All pictures 
drawn of it tend to look blurred, their creation 
rushed. At one point, he writes: 


I had found myself thinking, during 
my few weeks last summer when I was 
traveling around the country, that what 
the people of the Balkans generally, 
and the Serbs in particular, really need- 
ed was a transition from the epic to the 
tragic, from the Homeric to the 
Sophoclean: Oedipus, the evidence of 
his own torturously tangled complici- 
ties staring him full in the face the 
entire time, and yet he just can’t see, he 
can’t see, he can’t see, until finally, in a 
great purging moment of cathartic rev- 
elation, the scales fall from his eyes, 
and he does see. He sees, he acknowl- 
edges, and somehow he goes on... . 
That was the sort of great purging 
cathartic realization and self-realiza- 
tion that seemed so desperately called 
for and yet so endlessly fugitive last 
summer in Belgrade. 


It’s not a simple act, seeing, and it is amaz- 
ing how much help we can require to do it, 
which is why we should be grateful for 
Weschler, who tries to see so much and then 
makes our own seeing possible. He is the 
author of a recurring series in McSweeney’ 
called “Convergences” that points to the eerie 
Gingrich and 
Slobodan Milosevic, among others. Though 


similarity between Newt 
Gingrich-Milosevic didn’t make it into Vermeer 
in Bosnia, his piece on Tina Barney’s arresting 
photograph of a father and a daughter did. 
Both the daughter, adorned with a white tank 
top and half-smoked Parliament, and the gray- 
haired father, leaning forward with his hands 
on the bed, look straight on at the camera in a 
manner for which the word “disconcerting” 
may have been invented, In just a few para- 
graphs, Weschler spins a convincing narrative 
of the shift of his identification from the 
gazed-upon, looked-through subject of that 
intimidating pair to the graying, aging father, 
suddenly appearing so exhausted, now that the 
writer has his own preternaturally clever 
daughter. The reversal completes when he dis- 
covers that this photo is in fact the last of a 
series of three. Barney had taken two previous 
pictures of the father and daughter over a ten- 
year period, and Weschler’s response has been 
transformed by these carlier images: “Ten 
years: God, he had aged.” In this short piece, 
Weschler manages something rather tricky, 
creating a kind of mini-autobiography by iden- 
tifying within and without an object, and then 
letting the reader inside those roles, enacting 
that strange self-recognition, the seeing of self 


where once was other that is one of the>est 
and most hopeful moves a culture can mak. 

The eponymous essay “Vermeer in Bosia” 
begins with the Yugoslav War Crines 
Tribunal’s trial of the Serbian Dusko Taic, 
who was ultimately convicted of crimes agaist 
humanity, violations of the customs and lawof 
war, and breaches of the Geneva Conventia. 
After introducing Tadic and the president of 
the International Court of Justice, Antoro 
Cassese, Weschler quickly shifts to tie 
Mauritshuis Museum and its collection of 
Vermeers, particulatly Head of a Young Gil, 
popularly known as Gir/ with a Pea Earring. 
Weschler argues: 
it is first and foremost a paintingabout 
intersubjectivity: about the autmomy, 
the independent agency, dignity, and 
self-sufficiency of the Other, in jvhose 
eyes we in tum are _lifewise 
autonomous, self-safficient, juffuse 
with individual dignity and _pptential 
agency .... his paintings all but try out, 
this person is not to be seen as nerely a 
type, a trope, an allegory. Ij she is 
standing for anything, she is standing 
in for the condition of beinga unique 
individual human being wormy of our 
own unique individual respore. 


Returning to the tribuna, tle piece closes 
ona similar moment of beingbeteld, of seeing 
as apprehending a person as ai dividual, not 
an image or a symbol—anotir moment of 
recognition that turns upon jdentification. 
“Tadic was seated in a sort of adarium of bul- 
letproof glass,” writes Weschler,ind he draws a 
connection between Tadic’s dtendant's box 
and Vermeer’s camera obscurafan empty box 
fronted by a lens through whip the chaos of 
the world might be drawn in ad tamed back 
to a kind of sublime order. Andf found myself 
thinking of these people here fith their Icgal 
chamber, the improbably calm {te for a similar 
effort at transmutation.” Asjhe forms the 
thought, the TV monitor dispaying the pro- 
ceedings shows a close-up of Tidic: 

| 


There he was, not some synbol or trope 
or a stand-in for anybody other than 
himself: a quite specific indvidual, in all 
his sublime self-sufficieng; a man of 
whom, as it happened, tertible, terrible 
allegations had been male, and who 
was now going to have fo face those 
allegations, stripped of iny ration¢es 
except his own autonomans free agency. 

For a startling splt second, ie 
looked up at the camera And then he 
looked away. 


Like the Barney photgraph, that image 


has the quality of an ihdrawn breath (a 
metaphor Weschler uses mre than once him 
self, describing what the C{b 


alists called ssime 
sum, the withheld breath oGod at the moment 


‘or man), It seems, 
, that the simplest ind most profound 


connection we can make |, through seeing, a 
connection whic 


of creation to make spac 
finally 


h clearly\winforces the dis 
tance between point A and pint B, as the line 
between the eyes of the lookr and the looked 
(however those roles may hift) is distance 
drawn out and made manitest Though ba me 
not do away with those disinces, Weschler 
writes along those lines to Rtee effect, a 
Sarah Fan works on books itNew York City 
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BY RUSSELL COBB 


he title of Thomas Frank's new book, 
| What's the Matter with Kansas? is a 
question to which liberals might be 
tempted to respond with any number of 
clichés: those rabid anti-abortionists in 
Wichita, the wingnuts on the State Board of 
Education who advocate “creationism” along- 
side evolution “theory,” that anti-erectile dys- 
function crusader Bob Dole, or the 600,000 
Kansans who helped George W. Bush carry 
the state by nearly twenty percent in 2000. 
There are many reasons, it would seem, for 


liberals to look down their noses in horror at 
Kansas, which appears to blend in with a hand- 
ful of other rectangular “flyover states” awash 
in the Bush red of the 2000 presidential elec- 
tion map. But to condescend to Kansas, Frank 
argues, means buying into one of the biggest 
media fantasies of recent times—“the story of 
‘the two Americas.” 

Frank notes that although the election was 
essentially a tie, the punditocracy “divined in 
the 2000 map a baleful cultural cleavage, a 
looming crisis over identity and values.” 
Commentators observed blue slices of Gore 


country on the coasts cut off by a large swath 
of Bush red down the middle, and saw “two 
different Americas at loggerheads with each 
other.” For Frank, this interpretation is wrong 
on at least two counts: it blithely ignored that 
many Midwestern states such as Iowa, 
Minnesota and Wisconsin went for Gore, and, 
more importantly, it led to the anointment of 
the red states as the one true, authentic expres- 
sion of American values. 

Citing an anti-Howard Dean ad, Frank 
claims that in the eyes of the media, Blue 
America became the rarified land of “‘tax-hik- 
ing, government-expanding, latte-drinking, 
sushi-eating, Volvo-driving, New York Times- 
reading” whiners, while Red Americans 
remained the salt of the earth. Red staters’ 
virtues sounded like a Boy Scout motto: “hum- 
ble, reverent, loyal and hard-working.” 
Consequently, not only were politics more 
righteous in red states, the very character of a 
Red American became more honorable than 
that of her blue state compatriot. In the words 
of Frank’s nemesis, New York Times columnist 
David Brooks, in the blue states, “the self is 
more commonly large,” while in modest red 
America, “people declare in a million ways, ‘I 
am normal.” 

For Frank, a cultural critic who has made a 
career of what Marx called the “ruthless criti- 
cism of everything existing,” this is bunkum. 
What separates people in America, Frank 
claims, is economic class, not lifestyle choices 
or some spurious notion of “the authentic.” 
The idea that “people in places like Kansas are 
part of one big authentic family, basking in the 
easy solidarity of patriotism, hard work and the 
universal ability to identify soybeans in a field,” 
masks the true machinations of the political 
economy of capitalism, which has actually 
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made things worse for these “normal” Kansans. 
Yet, instead of rebelling against the economic 
policies that lead to farm foreclosures and Wal- 
Martization, the hoi polloi attack the “liberal 
media” and “effete intellectuals” for the disinte- 
gration of Heartland values. 

A European Marxist critic like Theodore 
Adorno or Antonio Gramsci would surely label 
this development an outcome of proletarian 
and be done with it. 
Frank—more polemicist than sociologist— 
gives us a much more piquant phrase for 
understanding the middle-American zeitgeist: 


! " > baal 


“false consciousness,” 


“the thirty-year backlash.” Here Frank explains 
the backlash’s potent recipe of laissez-faire cap- 
italism and conservative cultural politics: 


While earlier forms of conservatism 
emphasized fiscal sobriety, the backlash 
mobilizes voters with explosive social 
issues—summoning public outrage over 
everything from busing to un-Christian 
art—which it then marries to pro-busi- 
ness economic policies. Cultural anger 
is marshaled to achieve economic 


ends... The backlash is what: has made 


t Dik at nee 


possible the international free-market 
consensus of recent years with all the 
privatization, deregulation, and de- 
unionization that are its components. 


Or, to put it more bluntly: “Because some 
artist decides to shock the hicks by dunking 
Jesus in urine, the entire planet must remake 
itself along the lines preferred by the 
Republican Party, U.S.A.” 

As a consequence of this backlash, people 
in places like Kansas are undergoing the 
biggest “derangement” in American history, as 
the “center of gravity pulls to the right, to the 
right, and farther to the right.” On the surface, 
Kansas may look like the prototype of “down- 
home, stand-pat, plainspoken, unvarnished 
American goodness,” but, in fact, the state 
serves as a testing ground for the worst in cor- 
porate greed, atavistic evangelicism, and ultra- 
right wing demagoguery. 

Frank’s argument is primarily conveyed 
through a series of vignettes about Kansans 
who embody the backlash mentality. In a tiny 
town near Topeka, for example, Frank meets 
David Bawden, otherwise known as Pope 
Michael I. The “Pope of Kansas” is an 
Oklahoman with a “backwoods accent” who, in 
the venerable Catholic tradition of scholasti- 


} cism, has worked out that reforms enacted by 


the Vatican II—such as the approval of pants 


: on women—are heresies. In a complicated line 


of reasoning that involves a lifetime of study of 
canon law, Bawden came to the conclusion 
that, “thanks to the manifold heresies of the 
church since the sixties, there is no one occu- 
pying the papal throne”, and had himself elect- 
ed Pope by a small group of family and friends. 

Elsewhere, on the bleak, treeless expanse of 
western Kansas, Frank examines Garden City, 
one of a rare breed of “rural boomtowns” on 
the Great Plains. “Garden City is the future,” 
he hears over and over again: its booming 
meat-packing industry, fueled by immigrant 
labor, seems to offer the only escape from the 
inexorable decline of small-town life on the 
Plains. Together with the nearby towns of 
Dodge City and Liberal, this part of Kansas 
slaughters 24,000 cattle a day and produces 
twenty percent of all beef consumed in the 
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United States. For all Garden City’s newfound 
boosterism, though, the place remains an eco- 
nomic and aesthetic wasteland, in which “feed- 
lots the size of cities transform the corn into 
cowflesh; and the windowless concrete slaugh- 
terhouses squat silently, on the outskirts of 
town, harvesting the final product.” Frank 
informs us that multinational corporations like 
Tyson and ConAgra set up shop in Garden 
City so they can undercut unionized butchers 
in city grocery stores, far from the meddling of 
big city lawyers, union leaders and journalists. 

For the meatpacking business, Frank says, 
Garden City is the next best thing to outsoure- 
ing. Since government food regulations and 
transportation costs would make it extremely 
difficult to pack meat abroad and ship it back 
to the United States, the packers “bring the 
third world here,” by encouraging Latin 
American and Southeast Asian immigration to 
the region to provide low-cost, disposable 
labor. Despite the influx of Latinos and Asians, 
Garden City is not some multicultural oasis on 
the Plains, but a working-class town of trailer 
parks in which “brutal economic practices” of 
agribusiness have destroyed the last vestiges of 
family farms. I learned firsthand during a sum- 
mer in Mississippi among immigrants in the 
poultry industry that workers’ stories of 
exploitation at the at the hands of agribusiness 
can be heart-rending, infuriating and, at times, 
comical. To this end, however, Frank leaves too 
much to the imagination: Who are these new 
workers? Where do they live and how did they 
get there? What are their stories? 

At the other end of the backlash spectrum 
is Frank’s hometown, the wealthy Kansas City 
suburb of Mission Hills—as one wag dubbed 


it, “Cupcake Land.” 


Cupcake Land is a metropolis built 
entirely according to the developer's 
plan, without the interference of angry 
proles or ethnic pols as in nearby 
Kansas City. Cupcake Land encourages 
no culture but that which increases 
property values; supports no learning 
but that which burnishes the brand; 
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hears no opinions but those that will 
further fatten the cupcake elite; tolerates 
no rebellion but that expressed in hair- 
cuts and piercings and alternative rock. 


This is the home of William Esrey, the 
CEO of Sprint, who in 1999 proposed a merg- 
er between his company and WorldCom that, 
at $129 billion, would have been the largest 
corporate merger of all time. Even though fed- 
eral regulators shot the deal down, Esrey and an 
associate secured $311 million in stock options 
for themselves. Part of the deal, Frank claims, 
was that Sprint—Kansas City’s largest employ- 
| er—would have moved its corporate “campus” 
| out of state, costing Kansans thousands of jobs. 
| Although Kansas Citians were “shocked” by the 
scandal, they never thought to indict the system 
| that made it possible. 

These portraits are clever and convincing. 
In anecdote after anecdote, we see the unholy 
alliance of laissez-faire capitalism and religious 
fervor coming together to create an all-power- 
ful hegemony that makes Democrats quake in 
their boots—or simply change parties. Indeed, 
this bleak landscape of holy-rollers and corpo- 
rate fat cats may be frightening enough to cause 
one of Brooks’ apocryphal “latte liberals” to spill 
| his frappuccino on the leather upholstery of his 

Volvo. Yet by rigorously examining a seemingly 
| ho-hum place like Kansas, Frank reveals much 
| more about the contemporary American politi- 
| cal scene than any grand theory of the “two 
| nations” rattled off in a 700-word piece on the 
| Times op-ed page. 


he most striking conceit of What's the 
Matter with Kansas? is the juxtaposition 
of the state’s current mood of hardcore conser- 
| vatism with Kansas’ equally radical, left-wing 
| past. Readers may be surprised to learn that the 
state once crawled with Populists raging against 
| “money power” and “American imperialism.” 
No one better illustrates this ideological current 
of Midwestern radicalism than the Nebraskan 
William Jennings Bryan, the Democratic nom- 
inee for president in 1896, 1900, and 1908, who 
became known simply as “the Great 
Commoner.” Bryan’s opponent in 1896, the 
| Republican William McKinley, was a conserva- 
tive in every sense: an elitist, he detested 
| Bryan's huge rallies among the common folk 
and relied on overwhelming support from the 
business community to eke out the election. 
| The electoral map of 1896 looks like the famil- 
| iar 2000 map turned inside-out: the Democrat 
Bryan won large swaths of the South and 
Midwest, with his strongest support on the 
Plains, while the conservative McKinley won 
the Northeast and West Coast. 


| tive case in the decline and fall of leftist 

| Populism, is certainly not an anomaly. In 

| Oklahoma, a state whose reactionary politics 
make Kansas look like Berkeley, socialists—not 
Republicans—were seen as the “second party” 
until America’s entry into the First World War. 
Socialist presidential candidate Eugene V. 

| Debs, who never received more than six percent 

| of the popular vote nationwide, actually carried 
three Oklahoma counties. Similar stories can 
be found in the most unlikely places: Texas, 
Alabama, Nebraska; in all these places, farmers 
once campaigned for reforms deemed.“too rad- 
ical” in New York and Washington. 

One hundred years later, some of these 
reforms, like a progressive income tax system 
and female suffrage, are taken for granted. 
Others, like a nationalized rail system and a 
non-interventionist foreign policy, seem pretty 
good when seen through today’s looking glass. 
But some are batty at best, chauvinist at worst. 
In this sense, Frank’s enthusiasm for turn-of- 
century Populism can be a little troublesome. 
Lest we get too nostalgic about the 1896 
Democratic platform, some words of caution 
should be in order, but Frank does not provide 
them. Bryan was in favor of shutting down 
America’s borders due to the “Oriental men- 
ace,” in addition to being an ardent segrega- 
tionist, teetotaler and fundamentalist Christian 
who, later in life, successfully prosecuted a 
Tennessee science teacher named John Scopes 
for teaching the illegal doctrine of evolution. 
And while I don’t think Frank would have vol- 
unteered for Bryan's 1896 Presidential cam- 
paign, he does ignore the Great Commoner’s 
darker side, except to say that Bryan’s combina- 
tion of fundamentalist Christianity and left-ish 
economic policies would be “almost unimagin-* 
able today.” 

But while left-leaning Evangelicals in the 
Heartland may not get much play on Fox News 
(or in the pages of The Nation, for that matter), 
socially progressive churches in the South and 
on the Great Plains are often the only voices in 


+ their communities to speak up for labor, immi- 


grant rights, and against racism. Often, though 
not always, these churches classify themselves 
as “evangelical”—that is, they believe that one 
must be “born again” in order to be truly saved. 
In fact, a majority of non-fundamentalist evan- 


| gelicals voted for Bill Clinton in 1992 and 


1996, These victories were due in no small part 
to the overwhelming support African- 
American churches consistently lend to 
Democrats. The African-American population 
of Kansas may be relatively small (about five 
percent), but if Frank had spent any time 
among black Protestants, the sharp distinction 
made between cultural and economic issues 
would have been immediately obvious. Most 
black Baptists, for example, do not allow 
Democrats’ liberal stance on issues like gay 


marriage or abortion to trump their support for 
social and economic policies such as progressive 
taxation, civil rights, and Medicare. If Frank 
wanted to see a vigorous challenge to the back- 
lash formula, of “talk Christ, walk corporate,” 
I’m sure he could have headed down to one of 
Wichita or Topeka’s black churches and seen it 
in action. 

The mélange of economic radicalism and 
cultural conservatism that one sometimes still 
encounters today in the rural South and 
Midwest can be difficult to process. 1 traveled 
halfway across Mississippi with Charles, a 
Baptist deacon and union representative, to 
preach the bible of union solidarity to recent 
immigrants in the poultry industry. Charles 
supports a universal living wage—even for ille- 
gal immigrants—and believes the Bible proves 
the Earth is only 5,000 years old. A Vietnam 
vet, he opposed the Iraq War. He is certain that 
those who do not accept Jesus as their savior are 
doomed to eternal hellfire. 1 found a similar 
mix of leftist social doctrine and religiosity 
among seminarians, teachers, and poultry 
workers in the piney woods of southern 
Mississippi; if you think I’m making a hasty 
generalization here, listen closely to the rheto- 
ric of John Edwards and you will hear echoes of 
this ideology of righteousness. 

Reading back through Bryan's famous 
“Cross of Gold” speech and his denunciation of 
Booker T. Washington's dinner date at the 
White House with Theodore Roosevelt, I can’t 
help but feel that Bryan might prefer the com- 
pany of Patrick Buchanan to Howard Dean in 
2004. Have things gotten so bad for the left in 
this country that it must turn to antiquated cru- 
sades against the gold standard for inspiration? 
If so, the left is in worse shape than even Frank 
claims. 

Debates have been raging for a century 
about the rhetoric of Populism, especially con- 
cerning its possible anti-Semitic and racist 
undercurrents; these are controversies that 
Frank doesn’t address in depth. Interestingly, 
though, Frank points out that in Kansas, at 
least, the racist undercurrents that were preva- 
lent in the Southern backlash (as best exempli- 
fied by George Wallace) played a less promi- 
nent role. Nevertheless, it is undeniable, as 
Frank claims, that somewhere along the line, 
conservatives turned anti-corporate Populism 
on its head. For Frank, it all began with the 
election of Richard Nixon in 1968, and then 
gained widespread popularity with Ronald 
Reagan, who proclaimed that “America was 
back, standing tall.” The backlash, despite the 
ascendancy of the Bush administration, contin- 
ues unabated to this day. 

Paradoxically, however, conservatives are 
more pissed than ever. America rules, literally, 


Lo sPmipiradd tt Kateas, white-antistruc*—bur Republicans see rothing bur tetal: decay 


and cultural crassness everywhere they turn. 
Call it the “plent-T-plaint,” Frank says. Never 
mind that the massive foreclosures on family 
farms and the slow, painful economic and 
social disintegration of rural America—espe- 
cially on the Great Plains—began under con- 
servatism’s patron saint; Republicans mastered 
the “values” discourse and have used it to their 
full advantage. 

The backlash formula Frank proposes 
works seamlessly for the most part, but in ana- 
lyzing the vise-grip of conservative politics 
over the Great Plains, he fails to discuss the 
movement's real trump card: fear of terrorism. 
As Frank states, the Republican ascendancy 
over the past thirty years owes a lot to the 
weakening of labor unions, the demonization 
of “Eastern elites” and a Democratic party sold 
out to corporate interests. Still, “latte liber- 
als’*—no matter what Ann Coulter or David 
Brooks says—are dwarfed on the middle- 
American fear-mometer by Islamic terrorists 
Thus, when President Bush justifies the war in 
Afghanistan as a “war to save civilization 
itself”, Limbaugh worshippers understand that 
campus movements for animal rights and gay 
pride are a pathetic sideshow to the impending 
Rapture. There are, of course, echoes of back- 
lash rhetoric in Republican denunciations of 
Democratic fortitude in the “war on terror.” As 
the election approaches, we can be sure that 
Bush and his allies will suggest that John 
Kerry—an Eastern liberal millionaire— 
intends to put God-fearing Red-staters in dan- 
ger by selling out American sovereignty to the 
U.N. and pursuing a “politically correct” for 
eign policy. 

Perhaps this brings us back full circle to 
1896. William Jennings Bryan, like George W. 
Bush, won over many supporters by inextrica 
bly linking evangelical Christianity to his polit- 
ical beliefs. “People often ask me why I can be 
a progressive in politics and a fundamentalist in 
religion,” Bryan once said. “The answer is easy 
Government is man-made and_ therefore 
imperfect. If Christ is perfect, how can anyon 
be a progressive in religion? I am satisfied with 
the God we have, with the Bible and with 
Christ.” 

This is a sentiment Bush, the entire G.O.P, 
and Bill Clinton all understand perfectly. Bush 
will no doubt attempt to ride this message to 
victory once again in November, but not before 
John Kerry stages his own public acts of right 
cousness. No matter which side of the econom 
ic fence you stand on, evangelicals—whether 
they happen to reside in Red or Blue America 
are almost unanimous in their view of the 
United States as God's own country, Now you 
tell me what's the matter with Kansas. ~ 

Russell Cobd is comparative literature student 
at the University of Texas at Austin. He is work 
ing on the Great Oklahoma Novella. 
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‘ou may recall that this publication began its short life as an odd little booklet of flimsy, oversized pages, a 

booklet so curious about its own geographic surroundings that it boasted, flamboyantly and unreasonably, 
that it was, in fact, a fully-grown newspaper. Like a small puppy strutting around town in a lion's pelt, this led 
to some absurd scenes. Speeches were made from the tops of milk crates to stunned commuters on train plat- 
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promised that we would swallow the city whole, “to capture the doings and dreams of an entire city.” We prom- 
ised to make THE PHILADELPHIA INDEPENDENT into our city’s last great newspaper. The fever that we felt then 
still consumes us now. We remain committed to keeping all of these promises. 


ut what has changed is the price of raw newsprint (it has increased), our page count (it has more than dou- 

bled), our taste for simple luxuries (a heated office and a minimum wage among them), and our ambitions 
(a budget for giving fair compensation to our contributors). These have all in turn increased the audacity of our 
demands on you, the public. We now believe this newspaper to be worth an entire dollar. However, we do not 
want you to interpret this as the usual ultimatum implied by a price. You have already given us that thing we 
wanted most in the first place—a loyal readership. Give us but another five dollars, and watch as our next six 
issues make this one look as infantile as our very first effort must look to you now. 
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* WHIMSY’S AFRICA NOTES: SELECTIONS * 


Or, Heart Of Limpness: Lord Whimsy Recalls Moments From an Astounding Three-Week Journey Through The Republic Of South Africa And The Kingdom Of Swaziland. 


ave I ever related to you the account of 
H: adventures in the Dark Continent, 
my good nephew?” 

“Are you referring to New Luxembourg, 
Auntie Whimsy?” 

“Actually, it was called ‘Africa’ in those days. 
It was also long before that clever Finnish fellow 
vastly improved the backstroke, and hence 
rendered commercial flights obsolete.” 

“How primitive! Do continue.” 

“Well, upon arriving in any town or 
settlement in Africa during those times, one 
immediately noticed the heavy mélange of diesel 
fumes and smoldering fires lingering in the air. 
Razor wire surrounding private buildings and 
homes were a common sight in the cities and 
towns. When acquiring provisions for our 
journey, I once spied a gentleman with a 
machine gun guarding the entrance of a food 


merchant and other sundry establishments.” 
“Good heavens! Were you not anxious?” 
“Of course not—I had flash powder and a 


sword-cane handy.” 


“Naturally. But where did you reside during 


your stay in the more remote areas?” 


“The camps in the bush were surrounded by 


electrical fencing for our protection, as we could 
hear lions and other predators plying their 
sinister trade at night, we would later see the 
ghastly results of their attacks on the 
hindquarters of the zebras who had managed to 
escape them. A grim business, that.” 

“Did you have many encounters with the 
wild beasts during your travels in that fearsome 
land, Auntie Whimsy?” 

“Indeed, we had several. One evening, Lady 
Pinkwater and I were standing along the 
perimeter of the camp’s electrical fence, when 
the two white tusks of a bull elephant emerged 
from the darkness about ten feet away from 
where we were standing. He must have been 
surprised at our presence, for he quickly lifted a 
leg, flapped his great ears and let out a deafening 
trumpet that shook the very contents of my 
chest. The fence would not have been a 
significant deterrent for such a large bull if he 
had resolved to charge, so we made a hasty 
retreat to our drinks, ” 

“My goodness.” 

“There was also that canoe excursion on a 
lake in Zululand, where we encountered a flotilla 
of irritable hippopotami. Our Zulu guides were 


most insistent that we row quite vigorously 
through the deepest parts of the lake in order to 
avoid being attacked, which has been known to 
happen quite often. Hippos were also not very 
particular as to where or when they relieved 
themselves; their spinning tails topping off the 
overall effect. I obstructed Lady Pinkwater’s view 
with my parasol to spare her the embarrassment 
of seeing such a sight. I daresay a rhinoceros 
would have shown much more discretion.” 

“Were there any other moments which 
quickened your pulse?” 

“Well, on our way through Swaziland, His 
Majesty King Mswati II] summoned us to his 
court. After pleasantries were exchanged, it was 
soon apparent that His Rascally Majesty 
intended to make Lady Pinkwater his tenth 
wife! Thankfully, the flash powder was most 
useful in facilitating our escape...” 

“| was inquiring about the beasts, actually.” 

“Yes, of course: one day we set out to sea to 
view great white sharks from a submerged cage. 
We saw many of these great fish that afternoon, 
some of which reached four metres in length. 
The water was so cold, I soon began to doubt my 
own gender...what are you smiling about, lad?” 


“Nothing, auntie. Any peaceful encounters?” 

“Hm...at the bottom of a coral reef in 
Sodwana Bay, I met a very large loggerhead 
turtle resting on the sea floor. I gently drew a 
star on his sandy back with the tip of my finger, 
leaving him to his slumber. Of course, one of the 
more memorable encounters was looking out 
over the grasslands one night to see the elegant 
silhouette of a giraffe towering over the scrub 
brush in the moonlight, like a lone ship at sea. 
Have I mentioned the bushbabies?” 

“No.” 

“T was greeted in the hour before daybreak 
one morning by a troop of saucer-eyed primates 
in a tree outside my lodge. How they leapt about, 
their disembodied red eyes in one’s flashlight 
floating about the black branches like Cheshire 
Cats! They were like over-achieving chinchillas 
that one fancies are adept at arithmetic or 
perhaps the culinary arts.” 

“Any especially lighthearted moments?” 

“I remember a tasting tour of the vineyard 
country outside of Cape Town and running out 
of intelligent things to say about wine after a few 
glasses. An eagle perched on my head sometime 
during that day, I am told. Penguins and goats 


were somehow involved as well. Dung beetles 
were welcome comic relief on the game drives, 
rolling their balls of scat about. The bright blue 
nethers of male vervet monkeys were a common 
lunchtime diversion.” 

“Any disappointments?” 

Well, I never did parlay that new trade route to 
the East that I had discovered into a going 
concern...” 

“What else can you recall?” 

“A storm came in from Mozambique one 
afternoon and left a glorious double rainbow in 
its wake. I do remember witnessing a lunar 
eclipse one night in Zululand. It was like a 
dream...” 

“Indeed auntie, it all sounds very much like a 
dream—too much so. I'm afraid that we must 
increase your medication at once.” 

“How right you are, my nephew. Be so kind 
as to pour another dose for your dear old auntie? 
My poor liver is dying of boredom.” # 


(Lord Whimsy and Lady Pinkwater would like to 
thank Graham, Holly, John and Dan for their 
steadfast companionship, aid and guidance on a 
Journey which we shall not soon forget.) 


* WHIMSY RATES THE BEASTS * 


Mother Nature’s Creatures Mercilessly Matched with the Detritus of Popular Culture. 


Casting Why LA or NY? 
Giraffe : . « ides, h ‘shes, big hips, simi jaar LA 
(Giraffa Camelopardalis) Sophia Loren Long strides, huge eyelashes, big hips, similar coloration. = 
pole his Ursin Rhea Pearlman Eyes beady, too close. Small, annoying. Flies cluster on rear. NY 
Vervet Monkey ; 7 : saticvand saable: Steals fui Tee 
(Cercopithecus Aethiops) Jackie Chan ery agile, opportunistic and unavoidable. Ste: t. *. 
African Lion : Cather imales Fuecedsbout NY 
(Panthers Lea) James Gandolfini They eat the young of other males. Fuggedaboutit. + 
nee ) John Goodman Big. Fat. Gray. Similar droppings. LA- 
siaaernaersed.) ) Jack Klugman Baggy, high strung, but good-natured. NY 
pe eae oe Rarely seen. Misshapen but appealing. Big ears. NY 
Zeb 

sees ie 7h) Gene Wilder Downtrodden, weary, panicky, unassuming but wise. NY- 
Impala : : 

(Aepyceros Melampus) Gwyneth Paltrow Sunny-faced, well-groomed. One quickly loses interest. LA- 
Kudu wat ett 

(Tragelaphus Strepsiceros) Fran Drescher Similar laugh. An inordinate knowledge of salads. NY+ 

ican Wz 

Pe opicus) Tina Turner The fright-wig mane, hind legs. Oddly sexy. God help me. NY- 
ae Steve Buscemi Noctournal, huge eyes. Never truly in charge. NY+ 
Afri 

cae Dangerous potential but has threadbare nerves. Hoo hah. NY+ 
Spotted Hyaena 4 : 

(Crocuta Crocuta) Paul Lynde Bitchy degenerates. Even females have a phallic structure. LA+ 
Cheetah : é 

(Sanonys Jubsttus) Owen Wilson Extremely laid back. Perpetually confused, but handsome. LA 
aa Amphibious) Ned Beatty Belligerent, incontinent and aquatic. NY- 
Buffalo 3 3 : : 

(Syncerus Caffer ) Ernest Borgnine Knotty and slow. Both well-suited to wifebeater tee shirts. NY 
os cae Billy Ocean Goatlike, can't dance. (Ie its, Admit it) LA+ 
cae Nie fies) Robert DeNiro A rock that eats other rocks when properly motivated. NY+ 
Ostrich h ito boo 

(Struthio Camelus) Perky, harmless and loopy. Would make a good pair of boots. LA+ 
Vamsi) iid ) Samuel Jackson Angry, loud and gets the job done. A fix-it type. NY+ 
Giant African Millipede 


(Scaphiostreptus Parilis Acuticonus) 


Dwarf Mongoose 
(Helogale Parvula) 


Great White Shark 
(Carcharodon Carcharias) 


Unobtrusive, creepy. Would pull out the Raid if in your house, NY- 


Same dentist. Ratlike and shrill. Similar mating calls. 


“ the head, the tail, the whole damn thing.” 
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= THE AGE OF FRONDESCENCE & 


Whimsy Traipses Amidst the Verdure of Southern Africa and Finds the Future of “The Future” 


frica, Queen of Continents, has many 

wonders emerging from her red soil: lichens 
that encase stone in a patchwork skin of vibrant 
patterns; lush rainforest plants whose snakelike 
roots bind together entire acres; dense mountain 
forests creating their own local climates; titanic 
trees with trunks of 100-foot girth that soar into 
the sky, and hardy plants with the appearance of 


| folded paper that shelter their furry tenants from 


the elements. Witnessing such an array of botani- 
cal wonders in Africa has led me to the following 
conclusion: I’ve seen the future, and it doesn’t look 
like “The Future.” It looks like the distant past. 

I am not alone when I say that I find 
prolonged exposure to modern, manmade 
environments to be hateful to my animal senses: 
its smells and sounds, harsh lighting, relentless 
right angles and unharmonious colors all conspire 
to make one’s forehead to throb like a frog’s throat. 
I propose that the crude, angular “junkscape” 
vision of the future which now prevails is but an 
awkward stage in our development, and shall give 
way to a future that is not built, but grown. Think 
of the translucent light, clean air and dispersed 
sound such wonders would bring! We shall trade 
the use of nuts and bolts for seeds and soil, 
employing the infinitely complex processes of 
nature.: imagine a city comprised of giant, sentient 
fungi! Houses that are titanic orchids! Pitcher 


plant elevators! Venus flytrap portable computers! 

You may ask, “Oh Whimsy, you silly little 
dreamer—perhaps you have contracted some 
brain parasite in the course of your travels which 
causes you to spout such fevered tomfoolery. 
How on Earth do you propose we build the trellis 
on which this future might bloom?” I would say 
that we might start by gradually introducing the 
natural back into the fold of modernity. I present 
the good reader with the following example: the 
colossal African baobab trees (Adansonia digitata) 
live almost to an age of 3000 years, yet are of such 


soft fiber that when they die, no trace remains of 
them after two years' time. In their native habitat, 
it is common to see these trees used as dwellings, 
tool sheds, cafes—even toilets—as they are very 
resilient, transplantable and can easily withstand 
being partially hallowed out for human uses. I 
propose that the capitol cities of Africa, if not the 
world, line their main thoroughfares with these 
massive trees. Such an enterprise may take much 
effort, but the end result would be nothing short 
of spectacular. Perhaps such an inspiring sight 
might encourage our descendants to embrace a 
more cooperative, nurturing sensibility as a result 
of these new surroundings—and the current 
ethic that encourages a perverse pride in being 
able to stomach the ugliness of one’s surround- 
ings shall be rightfully seen for what it is: the 
greatest of follies. 

There is much idle talk among futurists 
about the “terraforming” of Mars; I would humbly 
suggest that we make Earth more earthiike before 
we embark on making other planets in our image, 
as it is wise to ensure a template is perfected before 
copies are made. 

I look forward to the distant future when our 
great-great grandchildren shall fly to the moon in 
walnuts powered by xylem-phloem engines, and 
say upon arrival, “Nairobi, this is Whimsy Base: 
the cashew has landed!” #& 


> CAPE TOWN’S FORSAKEN MUSEUM € 


Notes From a Forgotten Exhibition Hall on the African Cape. 


n a brilliant, sunny afternoon in central 

Cape Town, Lady Pinkwater and I 
strolled beneath the shady promenade of 
Company's Garden, a lush parcel of trees, 
aviaries and flowering plants which serves as 
the focal point of this beautiful city. We braved 
the gauntlet of albino squirrels by the Parlia- 
ment Building to reach our intended destina- 
tion: The South African Museum, a venerable 
edifice founded in 1825. As one might surmise, 
the South African Museum is true to its name, 
concerning itself mainly with the’ natural 
history of this part of the world. 

Modern museums no longer seem satisfied 
to merely display a whale and to leave one to 
contemplate the inner machinations of such a 
magnificent creature. Instead, museums now 
feel compelled to leave nothing to the imagina- 
tion, and thus would present to the public an 
interactive “krill’s eye view”, taking one on a 
vertigo-inducing digital flight through the 
innards of the beast—resulting in a “turd’s eye 
view’ at the end. Hence, it is a rare experience to 
encounter a museum which still contains within 
its stone walls the curatorial sensibility of a 
previous century: a fusillade of dim lighting; 
brass plaques; Futura Regular presstype on 
aqua-colored walls; anatomically speculative 
taxidermy, and dioramas containing papier- 
maché plants gleaming from beneath a patina of 
grime. It appears that over the course of time, 
this part of the institution had ceased to be a 
museum, and now seemed to have become an 
illustration of the progressive history of the 


f 


“museum aesthetic” itself: a wonder-cabinet 
repository, if you will. 

The anthropological exhibits on the first 
floor met modern museum standards, but what 
we had found on the deserted second floor of this 
structure must have been one of the last remain- 
ing zoological display halls of the Victorian age. 
These galleries were a product of a time when no 
pretense was made of showing the animals in 
anything other than massive, lacquered wooden 
trophy cases arranged in a frozen procession, 
whose ultimate destination was to be amongst 
the dust on the floor. Because of the narrow 
corridors, one felt an immediate sense of the 
sheer girth of the animals in these displays; but 
thanks in large part to the murky light and the 
poor technique evident in the ancient, crumbling 
taxidermy, one was left to pure speculation as to 
the other qualities these animals might possess. 
The unfamiliarity brought about by such 
funhouse effects imbued even the most ubiqui- 
tous animal with a mysterious air. Indeed, the 
mistakes in the taxidermy were what was most 
interesting in this hall of mummies; precious 
little attention seemed to have been paid to the 
underlying structures of the animals in question, 
with the results being both comical and macabre: 
elephants cross-bred with sawhorses; frog-eyed 
leopards with smiles on their faces, and moulder- 
ing monkeys with grimacing maws perched 
upon the backs of hippos doubling as dirigibles. 
Indeed, this errant morphology was what was 
truly on display, not the animals themselves. 

Despite these entertaining oddities, two 


, 


instances gave us pause as we made our way 
through these derelict rooms: the remains of the 
extinct Quagga (a kind of zebra), and the Moa (a 
large, flightless bird once native to New 
Zealand). After walking the length of these 
batteries of cases, one cannot help but to leave 
this hall with a distinct sense of pathos; for it was 
evident that the very hall itself was a crumbling, 
neglected monument to how man once viewed 
the natural world as an inexhaustible bounty; 
that is to say, a world without end. ; 

Our moods soon lifted, for the cubic 
zirconium centerpiece in the crown of this 
museum was surely the prehistoric hall, where 
the scientific follies and fanciful speculations of 
the past were preserved alongside the fossils. 
One could not help but to laugh out loud at the 
sheer spectacle, for the models displayed in these 
cases were true anachronisms, looking very much 
like “B” movie props or the first models of 
dinosaurs made for some late 19th Century 
exhibition fair (When viewing these misshapen 
replicas, one is reminded of the account of Sir 
Richard Owen hosting a banquet for 20 digni- 
taries within the belly of a reconstructed iguana- 
don back in 1853). Every single dinosaur model 
in the hall was painted zucchini green with 
titanium white fangs lining a blood-red mouth, 
regardless if the species in question was in fact a 
herbivore: a triumph worthy of Ray Harryhausen. 
Here be monsters, indeed! d i 

As we left this strange menagerie palace, we 
wondered: Will the tragedy of the Quagya one 
day become the farce of the Dimetrodon? # 
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HOLLOW BONES & SOLID PASTIMES 


On The Watching of Birds 


SUMMERING WITH THE LOONS AT THE JERSEY SHORE 


ed only just stepped into the field 
\ } \ / when we saw it. “Osprey carrying a 
fish!” Judy shouted, as everyone lift- 


ed their binoculars to where she was pointing. 
Up above our heads, maybe forty feet in the air, 
was a bird of prey with a wingspan of more than 
five feet carrying a big fat fish in its talons. The 
fish, who'd been plucked from the nearby 
Delaware Bay minutes earlier, was definitely still 
Alysand. ppt at all plates! brough, my Pings 
ulars I saw his tail flipping back and forth so 
madly that it looked like he was the one flying. 

It was a terrific sighting, especially for so 
early in the outing, and all ten people in our 
group gasped with delight—even the natural- 
ists, like Judy, who spent most of their time 
looking at such things. But we'd just gotten 
started, and we planned to spend the next two 
hours out there in the muggy, buggy marsh 
looking for more. 

We were bird watchers. 

Well, they were. I was just a newcomer with 
borrowed binoculars and an as-yet unschooled 
affection for all crea- 
tures great and small. 
And actually, to be 
more precise, they 
were birders. Bird 
watching is a more 
casual pursuit, some- 
thing you can do 
while leaning out the 
window facing your 
backyard. Birders are 
people who dird, which 
is the verb for taking 
bird watching to a 
more devoted level. 

I'd been looking 
at birders for years 
during visits to my 
mom's house in Cape 
May Point, N.J., a 
tiny beachfront town 
with zoning laws so 
strict that the Cape 
May Point General 
Store is the only busi- 
ness allowed to oper- 
ate. I knew from my 
parents’ casual inter- 
est in the hobby that serious birders keep a tally 
of every bird they've seen called a Life List, and 
many birders travel the world to add to it. 
Sooner or later, their Life Lists bring them to 
the Point. 

For various reasons, the Point is one of the 
most important birding destinations in the 
United States. For one thing, its variety of 
landforms attracts a variety of birds. The mud- 
flats are where the shorebirds, such as gulls, get 
their food, and they roost on the sand bars. 
Ducks and wading birds (egrets and herons, 
mostly) live in the marshes near the beach, and 
lots of other birds live in wooded areas like the 
nearby Pine Barrens. Also, because of its loca- 
tion at the southernmost tip of New Jersey, 
almost all birds that fly south for the winter 
stop at the Point for food and rest before leav- 
ing the security of land for their journey across 
the ocean. During each year’s fall migration, 
for example, as many as 60,000 hawks fly over 
South Jersey. 

eS ae the birders are a real ani 
here, they're a curiosity. Cape May—the 


» 


am, BY KATIEHAEGELE ~~ 


BLUE JAY 
Cyanocitta cristata 


town—draws vacationers from all over who 
want to stay in pastel bed and breakfasts in 
refurbished Victorian homes and go shopping 
for junk. Not the birders. They stand around in 
clumps of three or four, oblivious to the noisy 
families and couples drifting by them on tan- 
dem bikes. They point up into the trees and 
whisper, and in their official-looking garb— 
hiking shorts with a thousand pockets, binocu- 
lars dangling from | ther t-straps to keep them 
from: digging wnto ae nee “s “Ske a 
neat balance between nerdy and intimidating. 
In addition to the all-inclusive Life List, they 
make all kinds of smaller, regional lists: Birds of 
Britain, Birds of Ireland. Birds of Central 
America, Birds of Honduras, Birds of the 
Central Olancho Region of Honduras. And so 
on. In love with nature and a little bit eccentric, 
the birders are the heirs to the legacy of John 
Audubon, the 19th-century naturalist who 
depicted every known species of bird in North 
America in his lifelike paintings—and who was 
said to tramp around his father’s land outside 


SNowy EGRET 
Egretta thula 


Philadelphia wearing satin breeches and silk 
stockings. Beyond keeping lists, they get 
involved in other activities that bring them here 
in droves—like the Cape May Point Hawk 
Watch in the fall, which is pretty much what it 
sounds like and involves a lot of staring up at 
the sky. 

The hub of all this activity is the Cape May 
Bird Observatory (CMBO), which is part of 
the New Jersey Audubon Society and is housed 
in a small cabin that also functions as a store. 
The CMBO, which organized our field trip, is 
directed by Pete Dunne, the closest thing Cape 
May has to a birding celebrity. Tall, masculine 
and cool, the native New Jersey man is like the 
John Wayne of birding. He's also a celebrated 
and unusual writer whose essays often stray 
from the conventions of nature writing. In 
More Tales of a Low-Rent Birder, one of his 
essay collections, he writes from a variety of 
perspectives: his own, other grizzled birders’, 
even that of birds on the wing. His writing 
ranges from incredibly moving, as when he 
writes about the death of a Golden Plover, to 


SUSAN CRAWFORD/PLANKTON ArT Co. 


unabashedly nerdy: the book includes a humor 
piece called “The Secret Birding Journal of G. 
Washington of Virginia.” In the introduction 
to More Tales, nature writer Kenn Kaufman 
writes that thirty years ago, before Dunne’s 
career as a conservationist and writer, New 
Jersey was barely acknowledged in naturalist 
circles. 
These days, the people who satellite the 
no-nonsense and not just a little 


CMBO are 
IAUSABUS SCONW CTIBIG I23TOUNRT Meth AITTST TV es 
competitive. en I called in to see whether 


the Fourth of July holiday would cancel a 
scheduled walk, the woman on. the phone 
trilled, “Things like that don’t usually slow us 
down!” I was starting to wonder if I was a 
match for these people; a three-day weekend is 
exactly the kind of thing that slows me down. 
Still, my curiosity about these strange birding 
folks—that, and the lovely evenings in early 
July—led me to the South Cape May Meadows 
to gaze at the empty sky and wait. 

About ten of us amateur naturalists met up 
there at dusk with the intention of finding crea- 


Archilochus colubris 


tures of the day and night during the brief twi- 
light hours when they're seen together. Like a 
microcosm of the Point itself, “the Meadows” 
contains a variety of habitats. Located about a 
quarter mile from the ocean, the trail starts in a 
field—the one where we saw the Osprey with 
his catch—and winds through marshes and 
mudflats until it reaches the beach. Four 
CMBO naturalists led the way: our leader Bill, 
a married couple named Judy and Karl, and a 
soft-spoken, weather-beaten but ageless man 
named George who had floppy hair and a ring 
in one car. Definitely a satin-breeches-in-the- 
woods kind of fellow. 

In his book Pete Dunne on Bird Watching, 
Dunne says identification is the chief occupa- 
tion of the birder, who uses information like 
size, color, call, and behavior to figure out what 
it is she’s looking at. But first the birder has to 
find the birds. Binoculars are an expense— 
devotees sometimes spend hundreds on them, 
or even thousands on a high-powered tele- 
scope, or “scope,” as the birders call the m—but 
they're key, especially when looking at birds in 
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RUBY-THROATED HUMMINGBIRD 


flight or scanning distant undergrowth for birds 
that might be hiding there. 

About as often as they saw a bird, though, 
the naturalists heard one. When a Yellow 
Throated Warbler who was singing away 
wouldn't come out from hiding, George stood 
facing the marsh and unselfconsciously started 
to make shushing and tsking sounds toward the 
dense undergrowth. (Both Peterson and Sibley, 
the two main bird guides, seem to be united in 
their difficulty in transliterating bird language 
into human, relying on funny shorthand like 
“gree-gree-gree.” For a more precise approach, 
Algonquin Press has just published The Music of 
Wild Birds, based on a 1904 book that express- 
es bird song in musical notation.) 

One of my fellow group members, a big 
man who looked to be in his late 30s and wore 
a long ponytail, followed suit and started chirp- 
ing. The warbler never did emerge, but as we 
stood motionless waiting for him to come back 
a male American Goldfinch landed right in | 
front of us instead. In mating plumage, he was 
as yellow as a canary, and the group responded 
with a bird-like twitter of excitement. “He’s | 
posing for us!” exclaimed the woman beside | 
me, her pants tucked into her socks to keep out | 
the ticks. Though goldfinches are common, | 
everyone was as delighted as if he were the only | 
bird we'd come out to see. In birding, it seems, 
you're more than happy to take what’s offered 
to you. 

Out on the beach we saw some oyster- | 
catchers doing just what youd guess oyster- | 
catchers would do. Then Bill spotted seven | 
brown pelicans bobbing far out in the surf. | 
“They're huge, too,” said the ponytailed man. 
Sure enough, my guide told me their bodies 
were fifty-one inches long. At the other end of 
the spectrum was a tiny piping plover and her 
even tinier baby. They went running by us 
down the beach like the cartoon roadrunner— 
feet blurred in motion, bodies held comically 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


still. Bill told us that their nesting area on the | 


beaches near the dunes had been so disrupted 
by runners and dogs that they were severely 
endangered. Even though the CMBO had cor- 
doned off a nesting area near the dunes, only 
three Plover nests were made this year, and two 
got washed out. This baby was one of only five 
or six that hatched and survived. And we had 
seen him. 


The best thing about our naturalist | 


guides—besides their ability to spot things we 


never could have found on our own—was their 


interest in everything around them, not just the | 


birds. Karl was obsessed with telling us every- 


thing about the flowers growing in the marsh, | 


George caught a little tree frog and gave us an 
up-close view of his grayish green bumps and 
tiny round toes. Out on the beach I scooped up 
a skittering ghost crab after three other people 
grabbed for it and missed. I haven't had much 
of a forum for these 
tomboyish skills since 
childhood, but the 
looks of approval on 
my fellow birders’ 
faces showed me that 
I do now. Birding isn’t 
some exclusive, rari- 
fied club after all, I real- 
ized then; all you have 
to do is love nature too, 
and you're in. 


marshes, our day- 
meets-dusk moment 
happened suddenly. A 
male Black-Crowned 
Night Heron flew 


watched as the noc- 
turnal bird tucked 
himself into the rush- 
es for the night. In my 
binoculars he was a 
spooky sight, his 
round, blood-red eyes 
trained at the water 
below, looking for 
fish. Just then an elegant creature of the day 
went stalking by on stilt-like legs—a white 
Great Egret peering through the gloaming, 
looking for the last food of the day. 

At home later that evening, I got to indulge 
in another pleasure of birding: making a Life 
List. Just as standing around and pointing at 


Back in the 


overheard, and we ~ 


trees now seemed like a perfectly sensible thing | 


to do, tallying up one’s nature sightings no 
longer struck me as so much competitive fussi- 
ness. It was more like this: Inventorying the 
birds I'd seen was a way of finding the time and 
space to recall everything about my experience 
of seeing them. Standing in the smelly marshes 
with my fellow birdwatchers, with Queen 
Anne’s Lace growing between my feet. 
Binoculars at the ready. Mist lifting off the 
water's surface near the end of the day, the sun 
an orange disc on the pond. # 

Katie Haegele’s writing has most recently 
appeared in the Philadelphia Inquirer and the fic- 
tion anthology Women Behaving Badly (Paper 
Journey Press). 
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EARN THY WINGS 
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You Too Can Be A Birdwatcher 


WHERE TO GO: 


R ejoice, novice birder: wherever there are birds to be seen there is birding to be done— 
and there are birds to be seen most everywhere, including the skies above Philadelphia. 

The Delaware Valley Ornithological Club, founded in 1890, takes bird watching trips to 
area hot spots, many of which are within city limits. According to the DVOC, South 
Philadelphia's Roosevelt Park is 348 acres of diverse habitats, attracting wading birds, raptots, 
songbirds and marshbirds. During fall migration, the DVOC also visits Manayunk and 
Roxborough to look at Chimney Swifts that like to roost in neighborhood school chimneys. 
To learn more about these and other field trips, visit their website at www.acnatsci.org/host- 


ed/dvoc. 


Cape May, NJ. is just a two-hour drive from Philadelphia and is one of the most diverse 
and important birding destinations in the country. If you're planning a trip, the people at the 
Cape May Bird Observatory (CMBO) can tell you everything you want to know—and then 
some—about where to go to see which birds, and when. Visit www.njaudubon.org/ 


Centers/CMBO or call 609-898-BIRD. 


WHAT TO BRING: 


One advantage that birding has over other outdoor hobbies like golf and camping is that 
you don’t need to empty your wallet or fill your closet with elaborate gear. All you really need 
is a field guide (to identify the birds you see) and binoculars (to see them well enough to iden- 
tify them). Roger and Virginia Peterson have long been the bird guide of choice, but in 2003 
David Sibley published a just-as-renowned series of identification guide—including The 
Sibley Guide to Birds of Eastern North America (432 pages, Knopf $19.95) which is the one 
you'll want. Stokes Field Guide to Birds (Eastern Region) (471 pages, Little, Brown & Cp. 
$17.95) uses photographs instead of illustrations. 

As for “optics,” as the birders call them, you may hear that expensive, high-powered 
binoculars are the only way to go. But you can get good ones for between $100 and $200. As 
one of the CMBO naturalists told me, choosing binoculars is always a compromise; the most 
powerful ones are also the most sensitive, which can be hard to focus and might make the 
image “shake.” The Nikon Action Ex 7x35 (that’s a magnification of 7 times and an objective 
diameter of 35mm) runs around $150, and is recommended by the CMBO. It presents a clear 
image and as I found it perfectly easy to use. (Of course, if you pay $10 for a naturalist-guid- 
ed field trip in Cape May, they’ll lend you a pair.) 
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HO TO ASK: 


For more information: www.birding.com has loads of advice for beginners, including 
resources in the Delaware Valley. Audubon, the magazine of the National Audubon Society, 
runs detailed photographs and articles on everything from the habits of birds in the Arctic 
Refuge to the art of convincing hummingbirds to hang out in your back yard. In Pete.Dunne 
on Bird Watching (352 pages, Houghton Mifflin Co., $12), Dunne covers the basics in a 
friendly, conversational style. City Birding (192 pages, Stackpole, $18.95) is a collection of sto- 
ries and essays on the topic to get you inspired. =~ 
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OUR CITY BIRDS 


A Committee of Six Rules the Wards of Sky 
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PHILADELPHIA VIREO 
Vireo philadelphicus 


Our very own songbird can be 
distinguished by his rhythmi- 
cally complex, atonal sound and 
belly of rippled feathers in a 
rich yellow. Like so many 
species who were first noticed 
here, Mr. Vireo now spends his 
summers in New England, his 
winters in the Caribbean, and 
only stops by his hometown 
when he’s on layover. Good 


luck spotting him. 


YELLOW-BILLED CUCKOO 


Coccyzus americanus 
When not busy gorging itself 
on hairy caterpillars, the 


Yellow-billed Cuckoo can be 
identified by its throaty call. It 
spends most of its time franti- 


bor’s nest instead. Though 
in Philadelphia, a 


PEREGINE FALCON 
Calidris alba 


Decimated by DDT in the 
1950s, the world’s fastest bird 
has slowly made a comeback, 
with young couples starting 
families in open wetlands, 
beaches, and most importantly 
to you, major cities. In recent 
years, pairs of peregine falcons 
have nested on City Hall and 
the Bell Atlantic Tower. Also be 
on the lookout near the Girard 
Point and Betsy Ross bridges. 


BLACK NECKED STILT 
Himantopus mexicanus 


Found in salt marshes, mud- 
flats and drainage canals, the 
stilt’s prodigiously long red 
legs make it easy to identify. 
Though more common in 
Delaware (Bombay Hook 
National Wildlife Refuge is a 
good place to find them), city 
birders should keep keep their 
shoreline eyes open come 
springtime, when carefree 
stilts may wander all the way 
up the tidal Delaware River to 


Philadelphia. 


Rock Dove 
Columba livia 


The common pigeon, lord of 
the sidewalk, can be spotted 
most days, in most parts of 
the city, toddling over just 
about everything. They mate 
for life, and the male is an 
equal partner in raising and 
producing milk to feed the 
young. They prefer to nest 
on covered building ledges 
and bridge girders that make 
them think of cliffs. 


RED-TAILED HAWK 
Buteo jamaicensis 


If you see a hawk flying over 
the city, this is probably it. 
Its loud, raspy cry and crim- 
son tail feathers make it easy 
to spot. If you're lucky you 
might catch a pair courting, 
which involves the male cir- 
cling and dive bombing the 
female, followed by the two 
interlocking talons and 
plummeting to the ground 
in a swirling spiral of hawk- 
love. Recently spotted out- 
side Jefferson Hospital. 


For more information on up-to-the-minute bird sightings in Philadelphia and 
the greater Philadelphia area, set your optics toward the Philadelphia Bindline, at 
wurw.baltimorebindclubs.org/phila. btmi, or call 215-567-BIRD(2473). 


To report your own rare bird sightings, call the hotline at 302-529-1876, extension 5761. 
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THE SOUTH OF SOUTH 


BEACH DIET 


Want the Refugee Look? Live the Refugee Lif 


FLOAT YOUR SLENDER SKIFF AWAY FROM FIDEL GASTRO 


2 «BY JEFFJOHNSON m™ 


hen you hear the phrase “Bay of 
\ X / Pigs,” do you find yourself envi- 
sioning not a classic Cold War 


folly but instead the image of you and your 
spouse on vacation—piled in a Days Inn or 
Ho-Jo’s Jacuzzi, ravenously working over a 
diminishing carton of chocolate covered cher- 
ries, oblivious to the rest of the human race? 
Would you like to flee the oppressive, ham- 
fisted—scratch that—ham-everything-ed 
regime commonly known as your appetite? 

Have you reached the point at which 
you're willing to doggie paddle ninety miles 
through choppy, buffet-free seas in an 
attempt to liberate yourself from the carb cof- 
fin you've spent years lining with comfy quilts 
of mozzarella and ravioli throw pillows? 

If you answered “yes” to any of these 
questions and are tired of feeling like a 
refugee, fluent only in the decidedly non- 
Romance language known as Seconds, then 
keep reading as the paragraphs below stack 
like the deli meats that you currently can not 
live with out. 

Today obesity is everyone’s personal des- 
pot, from the corn-syrup addicted toddler to 
the senior who walks with a cane for no other 
reason than joint-hobbling girth. As a result, 
the marketplace is filled with ambitiously 


to 


creative but morally vacuous diets promising 
belly diminishment at little or no personal 
pain or cost to the dieter. How nice. Want to 
eat nothing but nougat and bacon? Go for it. 
Put this newspaper down, drink Camembert 
through a straw and I'll be sure to buy that 
handsome wicker footstool from your next of 
kin at the estate sale. Sound harsh? Sorry, but 
I have zero tolerance for make believe when 
it comes to weight loss and that’s why I’ve 
developed and patented the South of South 
Beach Diet. 

Remember that thin, photogenic wave of 
Cubans that washed up in Florida more than 
twenty years ago? What they endured? How 
their flat front 1950s trousers fit just-so? How 
evenly tanned they were? How even today 
Cuban refugees still occasionally float into 
U.S. territory, and their time in the ocean has 
sculpted them into sinewy and thoughtful lib- 
erty-seekers whose only remaining cravings 
are a) freedom and, perhaps, b) potable water? 
Good! So do I. This is what folks in the nufri- 
tion game call a winning look. By the way, free- 
dom is an awesome concept—but sometimes 
when I look at America’s interpretation of 
freedom, as administered by menu planners 
and the six to eleven daily servings of carbohy- 


drates recommended by the FDA, I shudder. 


e! 


|p get started. Admit your final chance to be thin is to 
internalize those lonesome pangs of alienation that you, 
as a fat person already feel and become the seeker of political 
asylum that you may already feel like—at least in terms of 
drowning in an ocean of ostracization, due to your portli- 
ness. So suck it up, put your swim trunks on and embrace the 
dignified squalor that I know is deeply ensconced some- 
where in the huddled masses of your torso, and/or 
chin(s).Now I understand that many of us, particularly those 
in the states most enabling of fatness, don't live near a prop= 
er ocean, or even a sympathetic community pool, so here’s an 
alternative route to fleeing your fatness: 


1 Phone the office. Calf in sick. You're not lying! Obesity 


is a disease. 


Procure a saltlick. From an equine supply shop, of 

course. The bigger, the better. Ideally, your saltlick 
should be the size of an adult panda (roughly 138-200 
pounds), although it may be necessary to fuse several 
saltlicks together with rubber cement or. solder to obtain a 
saltlick of this size. Get a friend to help you hump it into the 
minivan that currently serves as your dining room, as you do 
little more than cruise the area’s finest Brazier to-go win- 
dows. 


Using this same amigo, drive to the nearest toy store 
and purchase a toddler's pool. Lug it to your vehicle 
and head home. 


Set the pool up in the yard. If you don’t have a lawn, put 

a few tarps down on the living room floor and set the 
pool on top of them. If you don’t have a living room, pause 
for a moment and shame yourself. You've eaten yourself out 
of house and home, haven't you? One caution: Don't let the 
saltlick get too dusty. Until I’m ready to diet, I often cover 
mine in a royal-blue cheesecloth (embroidered with my ini- 
tials) that prevents any pet dander or residual epidermal and 
household floaters from collecting on it. 


Shatter your saltlick into tiny pieces in the kiddie pool. 

Be careful not to puncture the pool's floor with your 
shattering device. A light tap dance on the salty shards 
should help pulverize them into a fine powder. Now fill this 
tub with chilly water. This is your ocean. 


Put on your wetsuit. (If you have a wetsuit left over from 
some forgotten era when you were actually capable of 
movement, it no longer fits. You will need to buy a new one.) 
For the next eleven days you'll be adrift in this saltwater 
brine. Consume nothing. Talk to no one. Vegging in front of 
the television set and nof treading does a disservice to authen- 
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tic Cuban flee-ers who have to avoid sharks and jellyfish. 
You need only avoid jelly. Flap your arms and legs. 
Vigorously. You will not, in most cases, drown. 


By day eleven, you should have dropped the exact 

amount of weight you need to. It’s that simple. The 
saltwater knows. This is one of the ocean's mysteries. Now is 
a good time to tell your spouse or that amigo to “wave you 
in.” Towel off. Tune out any hallucinations. Thumb your 
protruding ribs like a xylophone. Get on a scale. Smile. 
Consume a small cup of broth. 


FREQUENTLY ASKED QUESTIONS: 


ELEVEN DAYS? I’m hungry. 

Okay, you may consume your own bodily discardants 
such as blood or urine, or chew on a stray toenail, etc. If you 
must, allow yourself to consume a hardened heel of white 
bread that you'll carry in the crotch of your swimsuit for the 
first half-day of the diet. And you may eat one raw sword- 
fish (sans cooking, condiments, or napkins). 


I’M DOING my treading, but someone's trying to tempt-me. 

Sure, on a nearby countertop, some careless bastard has 
abandoned three-quarters of a warm, cinnamon-dusted cof- 
fee cake with sugary icing trickling down from its highest 
crumb-y carbohydrate mountain peaks onto the cardboard 
tray beneath. One erect and ambitious index finger could 
glide through that glazing and into your mouth and you'd be 
back in your pool before anyone would even notice. Why 
would a loved one position a steaming cake just to send its 
calorie-packed waftings toward your nostrils? Only to throw 
you back into that treacherous blubber reef that separates 
over seventy-one percent of us from pure joy. Don’t go for 
that cake. Instead, reach for an empty pint glass, dunk it in 
your tub. Now chug that lukewarm tonic. Gulp it. Let it 
burn. Taste your body’s old flavors and secretions as inter- 
mingled with the salty stew of the new you! Keep treading. 


CAN'T I take one day off? 

One night of coal-oven pizza, then back in the pool, 
huh? Uncle Charlie’s in town with his golf clubs and his new 
wife. You don’t want them to see your aquatic side. Yeah, why 
not put on a normal face, dry off and throw your street 
clothes on? Double the cheese on the damn thing. Stop. 
Your whole life has been one night of pizza. Uncle Charlie's 


a mean drunk. Stay in your pool. 


SO WHAT DOI DO with this pool when it’s all over? 
Give it to a friend. I'd like to get on Oprah. we 
For more tips, vist Jeff Johnsons website at www.fit- 
tedsweats. blogspot.com. 
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EXCHANGE 


618 South Sth Street (215) 925 7892 
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House of 
Our Own 


"WE'RE NOT 
PRETENDING" 


MAGAZINE 


WWWwW.workmag.net 
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Grace 


Picture-story collections by 


Ben Katchor 


New York 


Ben Katcher 


Julius Knipl, Real Estate 
Photographer: 
The Beauty Supply District 


Julius Knip! attends an evening concert and 
unwittingly enters the world of wholesale 


_ "Work the body, sharpen the mind, 
refresh the spirit—bicycle!" 


RESTAURANT + BAR 


BICYCLES TO TRAVEL FAST, OR FAR, OR BOTH 
AVAILABLE AT 


TROPHY BIKES 


OPEN 10am-6pm, 7 DAYS A WEEK 
3131 Walnut St./ Philadelphia PA 19104/ 215.222.2020 


WWW.TROPHYBIKES.COM 


touring, single-speed and fixed-gear bicycles a specialty 
we upgrade and repair all quality bikes 


empathizers and chiaroscuro brokers who make 
the decisions critical to the production of aesthetic 
pleasure in all of its forms — from the shape of an 
olive jar to the score of a string quartet 

110 pages / 0375-70098 / $16.95 


The Jew of New York 


“Katchor’s nineteenth-century carnival of 
hucksters and Kabbalists and pilgrims is a 
delight: you feel that it is a work of singu- 
lar, surreal vision, and at the same time 
that it must all be true.” — The New Yorker 
100 pages / 0-375.70097-8 / $15.Q0 


www.katchor.com 


Alternative & Scholarly Books 
* Sincel971 «© 
New, used & out-of-print 
*_* &* 
Monday - Saturday: 10am - 7pm 
Sunday:Noon - Spm 
~_* * 
3910 Spruce Street Philadelphia, PA 19104 
(215) 222-1876 


1214 SANSOM STREET 
PHILADELPHIA, PA 19107 


215.928.8118 
Fax: 215.928.0656 


WWW.FERGIES.COM 


Pantheon Books 
at your local bookstore. 


or, visit 
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CASE STUDY N°5: CUSTOMER SERVICE 


Ever Meet a Man Who Does All the Talking? 


2a BY BREESWANN #& 


Spe any of these guys ever, you know, 
get you hot for real?” 

Ray is from San Francisco is 32, and he’s 
about to hear my honest answer to this fre- 
quently asked question. I’m fresh off my lunch 
break when he calls. The phone rings the sec- 
ond I clock in with my code, so I don’t even 
have time to spit out my gum before he starts 
talking. 

“When you get in the cab with me I’m so 
hard I want to push you up against the win- 
dow and grab you by the ankles and stick my 
tongue in your pussy right there, but I want to 
wait, I want to make it last because you look 
too good to waste like that, fucking black- 
dress hot-ass cunt.” 

“Where are we going?” 

“What the fuck does it matter to you?” He 
sounds raspy, like he’s been cutting his 
whiskey with chunks of cement from a plot of 
busted-up sidewalk. And just like that, he’s 
controlling everything. This isn’t a job any- 
more. I believe in his taxicab and expletives 
like I believe in the month of October, Led 
Zeppelin, and the possibility of human tran- 
scendence. And it’s all happening so fast that 
I forget my dippy handwritten scenario work- 
sheets, my fake height and weight, all the 
things I’m supposed to say to him to put 
myself back in control of this fantasy, which is 
what they pay me for. 

“I want to reach over and touch your 
thighs, run my fingers up the crack where you 
have them pushed together all tight like you 
don’t know why we're here, run just one finger 
up between your knees as slow as I can, slow 
so it drives you insane, so slow you're trying 


not to arch your back and grab my hand and 
rub your shit all over it, so I can watch your 
face while you try not to show me how fuck- 
ing hot this makes you ...” 

It’s crazy, but I can feel everything Ray 
says like it’s actually happening. I picture a 
grown-up metalhead: long-haired, dirty, with 
calloused fingers, gross rat-like teeth, and a 
ripped up Dokken T-shirt. The type who blew 
up frogs with cherry bombs as a 7 year-old 
and spied on his older sister while she was 
showering. I should at least be making some 
kind of encouraging noise, or better yet, 
throwing something of my own out into the 
mix, but I just sit there, looking at my desk 
like it’s the most interesting thing I’ve ever 
seen and feeling my face turn red. 

“Before you get out of the cab, I’m gonna 
make you give me your panties, and then I’m 
taking you to the most disgusting whore hotel 
I can find and when we sign in I’m going to 
leave your pretty little white panties on the 
desk so the fat nasty old concierge can pick 
them up and smell what I’m going to be get- 
ting in a few minutes.” 

“Oh shit, yeah,” I mutter, before I can help 
it, and then clamp my hand over my mouth 
like I shouldn't have said anything. I’m pur- 
posefully avoiding crossing my legs under the 
table. I zone out while he keeps talking, or 
rather, I’m listening so closely that the words 
are impossible to dissect and dole out into 
manageable portions. Ray and J are in a filthy 
motel room, complete with the sounds of a 
violent argument from the room next to ours, 
a cockroach in the sink, and thin, grimy sheets 


_, that smell like other peoples’ B.O. “I’m not 


A LITTLE KNOWLEDGE, EVEN LESS INDUSTRY 


giving this to you until you tell me how bad 
you want it,” Ray says suddenly, interrupting 
the part where he bends me over the desk and 
slides his tongue up the back of my calf. I 
imagine his little ratty fang-teeth glittering in 
the dim fluorescent light. 

“I want it,” I whisper. What's worse, I 
mean it. Like, in real life. nes 

“Yeah?” he whispers back, sounding 
simultaneously flattered and cocky as shit, like 
he knew it all along. 

“I want you to push up against me so I can 
feel your cock against my ass, but don’t give it 
to me yet. Don't give it to me until I’m 
screaming for it. Just hold it there. Pull down 
your pants and start rubbing it on me but 
don’t let me move.” It would seem that I’ve 
located my voice, but I have no idea where 
these words are coming from. They're con- 


spicuously absent from my scenario work- 
sheet. 

“Yeah, babe, that’s it,” he sighs. “I want to 
pull up that stupid black dress up over your 
bare ass and grab you by the pussy and then I 
want to shove my whole fucking tongue up 
your asshole,” he says, his voice gone soft and 
dangerous. I can feel his greasy hair, which 
hasn't been washed in weeks, brushing against 
the backs of my thighs; I can feel where his 
nose would be. The cheap metal desk sways 
under my weight. He smells like armpits and 
cigarette smoke. I’m having a hard time 
breathing. “Oh my god,” I gasp, and then I 
hear him come: short, quick pants followed by 
a long, stifled groan. “Wait,” I say, biting my 
lip, but Ray has already hung up. I’m so 
shocked and appalled by this that my gum 
falls out of my mouth, right into the stupid 
folder with all of its stupid worksheets where 
I've written down my best guesses as to what 
strange men might fantasize about. 

And somewhere in San Francisco, some 
guy I’ve never even seen has just made a very, 
very accurate guess as to what I should have 
been fantasizing about way before today if 
only I'd known what was good for me. 

“You sick fuck,” I chide the dial tone. # 

Bree Swann is writing a series of phone sex 
case studtes for THE INDEPENDENT. 
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NO GOMEDIAN. 
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90°” COME FOR BREAKFAST 
STAY FOR COCKTAILS 


Boredom and ignorance, the dog and pony of the show we like to call 
“life.” You may know them as well as we do. They are the handmaidens of 
unhappiness and the pets of distress. But you need not succumb to them 
any longer, thanks to the New Internet Sensation... 


FLOSS 
DAILY 


.NET 


What should you do with your free time? We haven't a clue. Instead, we 


would like to ask you. 


Whereas other online listings attempt to herd the public around like a 
flock of geese, FLOSS DAILY is in the business of stealing your ideas and 


claiming them a: 
listings. 

backgam 
brightly as your smile. 


s its own, a process we like to call “listening.” Send us your 
Let us know what you are up to. No garage sale, brunch, or 
mon game is too small. Floss Daily: Let your week shine as 


Please Also Pay A Visit To 


WWW.PHILADELPHIA 
INDEPENDENT.NET 


WOODEN SHOE) 


BOOKS AND MUSIC 


all-volunteer anarchist 
collective 


Radical books, music, t-shirts, 
buttons, posters, and more. 


Activist, feminist, anti-racist, how-to, 
philosophy, kids, fiction, labor, etc. 


508 § 5th St. Phila. 19147 215-413- 
0999 Wy, Sun-Thur noon-10pm 
AyyY A) Fri-Sat noon-1 1pm 


www.woodenshoebooks.org 


7-9 N. 2nd Street 
Philadelphia 19106 


2VS-5 0517 


Open Every Day 
10 AM to Midnight 


PHILADELPHIA SELECTIONS FIDE 


STEVEN BARIS.ARDEN BENDLER BROWNING.JOY FEASL 
AARON IGLER/LURE.RAIN HARRIS.DANIEL HEYMA 


NADIA HIRONAKA.JAMES JOHNSON.EPHRAM RUSSEL 
ELIZABETH RYWELSKI.BEKHYON ¥1M.6/17-9/3/04 


an exhibition of work selected from the Levy Artist Registration by Director of Exhibitions Brian Wallace 


20 WORDS + DRAWING; IN 
RED INK; SEND WITH SASE 
TO CC 2272 / 16800 POINT 
LOOKOUT RD / ST MARY'S 
CITY, MD 20686; RED LETT- 
ERS! WHEN YOU SENDA 
RED LETTER YOU RECEIVE 
A RED LETTER; WE PUBLISH 
ALL! FOR DETAILS: 


HTTP://20WORDS.ORG 
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Formerly Dietz Hat 


810 South Street 
Philadelphia, PA 19147 
(215) 829-1600 
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INTERNET NEWS 


MODERN MARVELS 


Attractive, compact, and exceedingly easy to use, websites by 
BedrockJava can provide you with the ability to update your stock, 
add new articles, and/or maintain your online calendar with ease. 


Ordinary websites that need 
frequent updates require 
constant oversight from a 
skilled technology professional. 
With a deluxe BedrockJava site, 
you can casily update your site 
at any hour of the day. We 
make it easy for you and your 
organization to casily and 
rapidly publish to the web, 
withoul any new software. 


Simply fill out an online form. 
Text, Images, Pdfs, Mp3s. are all 
easily added anytime (and 
searchable too). The application 
takes care of all the formatting 
issues. Marvels, indeed. 


Case Studies of our 
award-winning work are 
available on our website. 


We are a {ull service web shop. The following services are available: 


Website Desiga 
Interactive Web Applications 
Content Management 
E- commeree 
Website Hosting 
Email Accounts 
Domain Name Management 
Search Engine Submisssions 


www.bedrockjava.com 215.218.0621 


BEDROCKJAVA 


PHILADELPHIA PENNSYLVANIA 


spaceboy music ©@©000000 
| 409 south street philadelphia pa * 215-925-3032 * www.spaceboymusic.com 


"A small city in a certain eastern European country 
was terribly besieged in the last war, and when the 
war was over a young man began to build a bomb 
shelter beneath what was left of his home...." 

The story, by J. Robert Lennon, continues in the new 
issue of Denver Quarterly. 


Featuring an interview with John McPhee, 
about D.H. Lawrence in Ceylon, 
Scott Bradfield and Amie Barrodale. 
Number 4. Edited by Paul Maliszewski. 


a story 
and new writing by 
Volume 38, 


$6 at www.denverquarterly.com 


"“....Gradually the young man withdrew from society, 
= and grew old. His neighbors came to regard him as 

mad, and as those who knew him died and new people 

moved to the city,his isolation became total...." 
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606 So. 9th St., Phila.. Pa 19147 
Tues. - Thurs. Fri. Sat. 10-5 Wed. 1-9 closed Sun. - Mon. 
215-627-3370 Curtis Anthony 


NDERGROUND i 


psychedohe 


&:WEST'STATE STREET 
roots mwsic q' 


ers 
DOYLESTOWN * BUCKS COUNTY 
(2.15)348-2325 
WW w.Ssirenrecords.com 


ss = 
trance house drum-&- 
funk. 


WANTED: ADVERTISEMENTS, PROJECTS, 
PROSPECTUSES, MAPS, PLANS, SCHEMES, 
MANIFESTOS, CHARTERS, CHARTS, DIA- 
GRAMS, FLYERS, PLEAS, REQUESTS FOR 
PROPOSALS, ASSOCIATIONS, PLEAS, THE 
FUTURE, &C: DEAR PHILADELPHIA: This is the 
place to announce what you're doing, about to do, or 
hope to do, or are considering doing. An army 10,000 
strong will gather behind you. Your in-box will over- 
flow. If you need it, ask for it. If you have it, offer it 
up. We are all broken, but maybe running the right 
General Advertisement can make us whole again. 
Post your bill or flyer here. Take a breath and sum- 
mon the thing into being by enunciating the words 
that will make it real. I urge you, I urge you strongly, 
to take advantage of this opportunity immediately. 
Send your FREE GENERAL ADVERTISEMENT 
to editors@philadelphiaindependent.net immediately 
to run in our September issue. There is no limit on 
length but we reserve the right to edit but only rarely 
do we exercise this right. We're also taking ads for 
stuff for sale, rooms to let, shout-outs, love yous, hate 
your, help wanted, etc. Thank you in advance for your 
prompt attention to this matter. Use the classified as 
a message in a bottle, cast into a gray paper sea, or an 
inky footprint on a gray paper moon. It matters not, 
as long as you send your free classifieds to 
ads@philadelphiaindependent.net. Immediately. 
Now. Thank you for your prompt attention to this 
matter. Sincerely yours, HENRY FLOss, Auxiliary 
Classified Compiler & Comptroller. 

ACTORS & AUTO WANTED: Local filmmaker 
shooting project in Philadelphia in February. Casting 
extras, seeking production assistants, seeking a convert- 
ible Karmann Ghia circa 1960s. Production experience 
preferred, but not necessary. Please send all headshots, 
resumes and photos of cars to: TDOAS, Attn Reed 
Mayer, L.R.P,, 1018 N. Coronado St., Los Angeles, CA 
90026. 

APARTMENT FOR RENT: Room available starting 
September, Spruce and 20th; $550.00 plus gas and elec- 
tric; skylights, wood floors, working fireplace, 


washer/dryer, all mod cons, for non-smoker; 
stei acnatsci.org. 
APARTMENTS FOR RENT OR SALE: Need to 


rent or buy an apartment or house? Or want to build your 
dream and you need to buy some land? Or maybe you 
want to sell your house or land. You can call me, 215-485- 
1015, maybe we can help each other. Eight places for rent 
for September 1st, please look at www.geocities.com/gas- 
heart before call, all the info is there. 

ARTIST SEEKS JOBS & MODELS: I am a portrait 
sketch artist and I'm available for special events, wed- 
dings, and birthday parties. I'm also looking for Models 
to pose for half hour, or hour long drawings (I will trade 
you artwork for your time posing). I'm looking for peo- 
ple with interesting styles of clothing, and interesting 
features. If you are interested in hiring me to do portrait 
sketches at a special event, or if you want to pose for me, 


then send me an e-mail to Dan: Pathnine 
@hotmail.com. 
Al MOBI R SALE: 1997 Ford E150 black 


full-size conversion van for sale. 110,580 miles. Four 
captain's chairs with lots of rear cargo space, auto-trans- 
mission, air conditioning, AM/FM stereo, power win- 
dows and locks, pull-down shades on all middle and 
back windows for security, two snow tires included. 
Some cosmetic issues; a few dents and scrapes. Also 
needs some basic tune-up work, but vehicle has been 
kept in good condition. This van was used as a band 
touring vehicle and has never had any breakdowns and 
handles long-distance highway driving very well. Great 
vehicle for a band, deliveries, businesses, etc. $3,000 or 
best offer. Please call Megan or Mason at 215-242- 
6393. 

BICYCLE FOR SALE: 2001 Voodoo Mountain 
Bike—Generally a good brand of bike. Manitou Shock 
Shimano XT rear deraileur—all other components 
Shimano Deore. SPD Clipless Pedals 27" Frame. 
BOAT RACK WANTED: Willing to pay a small sum, 
prefer not to. Contact Ruthie at emelial2345 
@yahoo.com 

BOOKS FOR SALE: Subscribe to Clear Cut Press ~ 
Eight perfectly pocket-sized soft-bound books w/ 
dust jackets and built-in bookmarks packed with New 
Research & Popular Literature arriving in your mail- 
box over the next several months for only $65! Lyric 
essays from The Office for Soft Architecture, sexy sto- 
ries from Robert Gliick, an Ode to Certain Interstates 
from Howard W. Robertson, the Core Sample 
Catalog: Portland Art Now!, novels from Matt Briggs 
and Stacey Levine, new essays from Charles 
D'Ambrosio, & more. Make haste! Collect ‘em all! ~ 


www.clearcutpress.com. 

BOOKS FOR SALE: Quimby’s Bookstore. 
Specialists in the importation, distribution, & sale of 
Unusual Publications, Aberrant Periodicals, Saucy 
Comic Booklets, and Assorted Fancies as well as a 
Comprehensive Miscellany of the Latest Independent 
‘Zines’ that the kids have been talking about. 1854 W. 
North Ave., Chicago IL 60622. 773-342-0910. 
Secure online ordering and insulting syntax at quim- 
bys.com. 

for Mutated Minds. In Baltimore, Maryland, hon! 
www.atomicbooks.com 

mer federal prisoner for peace, newspaper reporter, 
Congressional candidate. “Well-written and imagina- 


tive."—Danny Schechter. www.iowapeace.com 

CALL FOR SUBMISSIONS: We are accepting 
essays, fiction, reviews, and drawings for a journal of 
arts and opinion tenetatively to be called the Keyhole 


Journal, which will be a voice for Christians from 
many different branches of the faith. chrispetersen66 


@yahoo.com. 
DEAR PHILADELPHIA: | regret to inform you 


that I have left you for greener pastures. Namely, I 
have left you for the city of Prague. Our relationship 
was brief to begin with, so I'm sure you will under- 
stand my decision to move on. Prague holds much 
promise and excitement for me—usually in the form 
of fried cheese and $1 beers. Though the Mexican 
food is not as good [a cheese enchilada comes with 
blue cheese inside!] my proximity to Poland, land of 
perogies, is much more exciting to me than any 
cheesesteak could ever be. I have said goodbye to 
Mayor Street and hello to Mayor Bem, Goodbye to 
Wawa's and hello to Portravinys and Shmoobzhulas. 
No more Yuengling, instead I look forward to pints of 
Svijany every night. Ah, Philadelphia, 1 hardly knew 
ye, yet I imagine our paths will cross again sometime 
soon. Wishin u all the best, Maggi 


magazine experience available to troubleshoot your 
news and feature copy. Extensive experience with pol- 
itics, health care, independent film, and Pop culture. 


Online submissions only. Quick turn around. Half of | 


fee paid with submission. Remaining half upon com- 
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pletion. Email Posops@aol.com. 
E , 08/08/04: Performance by singer/songwriters 


Folk by Association at University City Art Leage. 7 
p.m., 4226 Spruce Street, $10, $5 for students & mem- 
bers. 


, 08/14/04: Printing Philadelphia: Exploring 
Community and the Constitution through 
Printmaking at National Constitution Center located 
at 525 Arch Street. This two-part exhibition includes 
a juried exhibition of prints created by independent 
artists and college students and a selection of artwork 
created by children through Philadelphia Print 
Collaborative sponsored workshops at local arts 
organizations. There will be a free performance of 
Freedom Rising for Printing Philadelphia! guests. 
Openining reception 1:30 p.m. through 4:30 p.m., 


show runs through September 28. 

EVENT, 08/13/04: The Binge Festival. How much 
twisted Philadelphia talent can you stomach in one 
evening? Come find out at the Binge Festival, a vari- 
ety show featuring bucketfulls of Fringers, Fakirs, and 
Phantasmagorics, many of whom will appear at this 
year's Fringe Festival. Plus a very special appearance 
by Pig Iron Theatre Company's Dito van Reigersberg, 
whose preternatural evocation of chanteuses like 
Chaka Khan and Dolly Parton will surely dazzle. 
Friday, 8/13, 9 p.m.—Tritone, 1510 South Street 
(215) 545-0475 $7 in advance, $10 at the door. 
EVENT. 08/17/04—08/22/04: Lost Film Fest 9.0 in 
Philadelphia. This time for real. Sandwiched between 
Pointless Fest and the RNC protests in NYC. Come 
enjoy the deodorant free scent of a Philadelphia August 
week featuring amazing anti-authoritarian and under- 
ground indie films (docs, narratives, animation), Pete 
and Pete Karaoke (hosted by ‘Big Pete'—Mike 
Marona!!), bike jousting, big surprise outdoor mayhem, 
train hopping tales, tree ring circuses, the ever shifting 
crusty punk love rhombus, piefights, mad scientists, 
overly paranoid activists, crime fighting rabbis, hippie 
radical freaks, jugglers, and no puppets! Yeah! Aug. 17- 
19 @ C.O.D.E. Space (48th and Woodland) Aug. 20- 
22 @ Rotunda (40th and Walnut) and outdoor screen- 
ing on the night of Aug. 22nd (36th and Sansom). 
donations are welcome, but admission is essentially free 
(thanks to Foundation Arts) ... Come one come all! The 
cheapest date for cheapskates! The best ride in the city! 
Details: www.lostfilmfest.com. scottb@bloodlink.com 
267-258-4195. 

EVENT, 09/11/04: EDO, The Fandanglers, the Flat 
Possum Boys, quite likely at the Mill Creek Tavern. 
See http://edo.liveatthespace.com/ 

EVENT, 09/19/04: Printing Philadelphia: The 
Rub!at National Constitution Center, 525 Arch 
Street. 11 a.m. to 3:30 p.m. Artists and the public will 
make frottage prints or rubbings from hundreds of 
low-relief printing matrixes based on stories exempli- 
fying the Bill of Rights and other amendments to the 
Constitution. As prints are made, participants can 
paste them up on colorful print kiosks helping to cre- 
ate an evolving and layered public artwork. Panel dis- 


Pana, Boga twego, do czczych rzeczy, gdyz Pan nie 
pozostawi bezkarnie tego, ktory wzywa Jego imienia 
do czezych rzeczy. 4 Pamietaj o dniu szabatu, aby go 
uswiecic. Szesc dni bedziesz pracowac i wykonywac 
wszystkie twe zajecia. Dzien zas siodmy jest 
szabatem ku czci Pana, Boga twego. Nie mozesz 
przeto w dniu tym wykonywac zadnej pracy ani ty 
sam, ani syn twoj, ani twoja corka, ani twoj niewol- 
nik, ani twoja niewolnica, ani twoje bydlo, ani cud- 
zoziemiec, ktory mieszka posrod twych bram. W 
szesciu dniach bowiem uczynil Pan niebo, ziemie, 
morze oraz wszystko, co jest w nich, w siodmym zas 
dniu odpoczal. Dlatego poblogoslawil Pan dzien 
szabatu i uznal go za swiety. 5 Czcij ojca twego i 
matke twoja, abys dlugo zyl na ziemi, ktora Pan, Bog 
twoj, da tobie. 6 Nie bedziesz zabijal. 7 Nie bedziesz 
cudzolozyl. 8 Nie bedziesz kradl. 9 Nie bedziesz 
mowil przeciw blizniemu twemu klamstwa jako 
swiadek. 10 Nie bedziesz pozadal domu blizniego 
twego. Nie bedziesz pozadal zony [4] blizniego 
twego, ani jego niewolnika, ani jego niewolnicy, ani 
jego wolu, ani jego osla, ani zadnej rzeczy, ktora 


| nalezy do blizniego twego.” 
MAIL WANTED: The Mike McGrath Vocal 


cussion begins at 2 p.m. 
EVENT, 09/25/04: Live Music: Snacktruck,, El.,,| 


Kimono (from Iceland). Ultradolphins. Mystery 
Brinkman. Prurient. And more. Free or donation. 
2011 South Juniper. August 25th. Starts 5 p.m. Come 


for the music; stay to screw around. 

Spoken Word Series celebrates women in the craft of 
multi-genre writing. 1st & 3rd Mondays at Robin,s 
Bookstore 13th & Sansom 215-735-9600. 7pm- 
8:30pm; Free; Co-ed open reading included. 

EVENT LISTINGS, ELECTRONIC: AEIOU (Art 
Events/Interesting Organizations Updates): Your 
guide to Philadelphias cultural programming that 
appeals to young professionals interested in the arts 
and also in becoming involved with events that impact 
our demographic in general. If your friends would like 
to receive this free update, please send an e-mail 
directly to: aeiouphiladelphia-subscribe@yahoo 


: Sing ye in the spirit,: Music & Quakerism in 
Harmony. Exhibit examines the complex relationship 
between music and Quakerism. Documents on display- 
include 17th-century religious tracts against music, writ- 
ings that reveal the changing attitudes toward music 
among Friends in the late 19th century, musical portray- 
als of Quakers from various eras, and compositions by 
contemporary Quaker musicians. Magill Library, 
Haverford College, 370 Lancaster Ave, Haverford, PA, 
through October 4, 2004. For more information: (610) 
896-1161 and http:/Avww.haverford.edu/library/quak- 
ermusic/. 

FISH GUY FOR HIRE: Tank set-up, cleaning and 
maintenance. Home and office visits for both fresh 
and salt water fish. Twelve years experience with 
aquaria. Reasonable rates. Call 215-514-7643 or visit 
www. phillyfish 


‘O ROSENBACH: Visit one 
of the city's most fascinating museums for free! The 
Rosenbach Museum & Library is offering free admis- 
sion on Tuesdays in July and August. Our S5Oth 
anniversary exhibit, R is for Rosenbach, includes orig- 
inal Maurice Sendak drawings, Bram Stoker's notes 
for Dracula, Marlene Deitrich's stocking, Ben 
Franklin's advice on women, a sculpture attributed to 
Hitler, Jefferson's list of slaves, and more than 100 
other intriguing and unique objects of art, literature, 
history, and then some. 2008-2010 DeLancey Place, 
215.732.1600, www.rosenbach.o! 
F T A: Free bean bag (chair?): pleather, 
clean, no visible holes, comfy, about the size of a splayed- 
open copy of The Philadelphia Independent. To arrange 


ickup, please contact bisoubisou@verizon.net 
PRAPHIC ARTIST FOR HIRE: Specializing in 


Brochures, Logo Design, Newsletters, etc. Trying to 
make ends meet. Great Rates! Contact David @ 215- 


281-3614 or jhops77@hotmail,com 


all things hamster. I want to hear your stories-how 
they ate each other, had babies and then set up an 
independent society in your closet. Please send me 


what you got. francesca@space106.com 


$200/OBO. Sort of Victorian, with curly-cues. 
Distressed grey/green. Very nice. Call Leigh 215-605- 
5667. 

ziemi egipskiej, z domuniewoli. 1 Nie bedziesz mial 
cudzych bogow obok Mnie! 2 Nie bedziesz czynil 
zadnej rzezby ani zadnego obrazu tego, co jest na 
niebie wysoko, ani tego, co jest na ziemi nisko, ani 
tego, co jest W wodach pod ziemia! Nie bedziesz odd- 
awal im poklonu i nie bedziesz im sluzyl, poniewaz Ja 
Pan, twoj Bog, jestem Bogiem zazdrosnym, ktory 
karze wystepek ojcow na synach do trzeciego i 
cawartego pokolenia wzgledem tych, ktorzy Mnie 
nienawidza. Okazuje zas laske az do tysiacznego 
pokolenia tym, ktorzy Mnie miluja i preestregaja 
moich przykazan. 3 Nie bedziesz wzywal imienia 


Reduction Surgery Foundation is seeking donations. 
Please send checks, or get well cards, to the host of 
You Bet Your Garden, at: Mike McGrath Vocal 
Reduction Surgery Foundation / WHYY, Inc. / 
Independence Mall West / 150 N. 6th Street / 


Philadelphia, PA / 19106 
M E D: Please make me an amazing 


black metal mix tape (or CD) to convert my soul to 
the dark side. Give me battle axes, corpse paint, blast 
beats, keyboards and symmetrical unreadable bedev- 
iled logos from Norway. Turn me on to the power of 
Satan and Odin! Email me to arrange the details and 
compensation. sebastianscrawl@yahoo.com 

MUSIC FOR SALE: Sympathizers’ election-year 7" 
single now available from thnthn records and route 14: 
Jolly Rancher b/w Highway Clearner (as remixed for 
big fat bassbins by Scotland's Vintage909). Clean up 
at www.thnthn.com and fine neighborhood vinyl 
emporia. 

MUSICIAN WANTED: Are you our new 
Keyboard/Percussion/Backing Vocalist? Golden Ball 
is a group looking for a new member. We play a col- 
lage of post-punk, krautrock, and psychedelic songs, 
often with six-part vocal harmonies. Songs are avail- 
able for download at www.goldenballmusic.com. We: 
have all the vintage keyboards you will need, a great 
practice space, and one finished record with another 
in the works. You: should love to play music and want 
to really get involved in this project. It would also be 
great if you were in the soprano/alto vocal range. We 
rehearse, play shows, and have fun all the time. Write 
gillian@goldenballmusic.com if you are interested. 
OPERA CLUB: Opera Enthusiasts Montly Meeting. 
The Philadelphia Opera Enthusiasts, now in its tenth 
year, meets on the last Saturday of every month at a 
comfortable Center City residence. We share our col- 
lections and stories and all learn much from each 


..othes. Though predominantly gay, all interested in the 


Greatest Art are welcome—from neophytes to 
geezers. We interrupt the proceedings for fellowship, 
LOL, good eats, to which all contribute. Meetings run 
from 7 p.m. to 11 p.m., and we are now set up for 
every format except DVDs i.e. videos, CDs, LPs and 
cassettes. Information on next meeting's topic, mem- 
bership, location etc: 215-224-6995, ralphh3@com- 
cast.net. 

HOUSE FOR SALE: An eleven-room colonial 
home, 2nd, 3rd and 4th floors, is available in 
Burlington, N.J., just a block from the waterfront and 
half a block from the train station. I'm keeping the Ist 
floor, which was greatly expanded in the early-mid 
20th century and turned into a Grant's 5 & 10. There 
are three original fireplaces, giant living room, two sun 
rooms, a surprisingly elegant stairwell, third floor rear 
porch recently removed but can be replaced. The attic 
is a colossal open space with huge random width pine 
plank floors and hewn beams. The dormer was added 
about 1790, and is so large that I cannot touch the 
inner roof line jumping as high as I can, and I'm 6'7". 
Musicians and artists are discovering cheap studio and 
living spaces and a relaxed lifestyle in Burlington, on 
the river between New York and Philly. For more 
information call Todd at 609-386-8786. 

MODELS WANTED: Photographer seeking models 
for gallery show. Wanted: attractive, somewhat edgy, 
female models who want to appear in classy black and 
whites for a local gallery. Compensation will include a 
percentage of sales and free prints for your own person- 
al consumption. It just might make ya famous and it 
will definitely be a nice keepsake for those later days in 
life. Sound good? Send an email to centercityO00@ 


hotmail.com 


MUSICIANS WANTED: Band seeks musicians with 


non-traditional rock band instruments for music, per- 
formance, possible barbecue. Contact edo at edospace- 
leaf@hotmail.com 
MUSIC FOR SALE: Beautiful music by Cassendre 
Xavier (“a cross between Tracy Chapman, Sade, and 
Enya”—Steven M. Wilson, Borders Books & Music). 
Available in person from Giovanni's Room, The 
Marvelous, and Spaceboy Records; online at 
www.CDbaby.com (keyword=cassEndrE). 
PERSONAL: Sought: Your Myma Minkoff to my 
Ignatius Reilly, for adventures in the absurd, in and 
beyond city limits. Reply 610 777 9592. 
SONAL: Boy am I ever hungry for that rare West 
Virginian delicacy, the Natwich. This bear is growing, 
y. Ani ohev otach habibta. 
SONAL: Balkan E please 
Eduhan@temple.edu. -eliot 


and growling, hun; 


reach me. 


f, to make this one of 
those typical ads where I sit & ask for someone whom 
is willing to be friends with a girl who rarely talks & 
loves the little odd things that i do (like Suzanne 
Somers, sad ol’ Bright Eyes, ect.) but now this has 
turned into “send me some damn mixtapes” ad. Well, 
that is unless you are one of those people I am looking 
for. Novemberscar@aol.com 

SW. =D: We will 
buy your 78rpm records and players. We will give 
them a good home and preserve them against mildew 
and fraud. We will treasure them and cosset them and 
you will be secure in the knowledge they have gone to 
a better place. Contact Elko c/o TPI, 1026 Arch St., 
Phila, PA. 19107 

. =: Photographer 

Fashion / Portfolios / Headshots / Chris 845 781 8961 
BOXER FOR COLLABORATIVE BUSINESS 
VENTURE: The pink, frilly, faggy clip to the chin of 
oppression! While the fringe of the queer communi- 
ty is forgotten, even censored, we will make our way 
through the ranks all champion boxers made as an 
emblem for their minority outcast peoples throughout 
history! Looking for the world’s toughest, queer trans- 
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GENERAL ADVERTISEMENTS 


| vestite boxer dedicated to winning the heavyweight 


belt. Must be willing to wear pink gloves with draw- 
ings of Judy Garland’s face hitting the high note to 
punch out Tyson's woman-beating sorry ass once and 
for all! From there we will take the gay and lesbian 
community back from the money-sucking gay 
Republican scum whose 1969 counterparts fled out 
the back door of Stonewall, leaving the revolution in 
the hands of the fearless queens and dykes! Can you 
resurrect queens as backbone of queer leadership? Do 
you make the high heeled, bitch hammer grade? Do 
you have Sissy Pride? Interested in victory? Contact 
CAConrad at (215)563-3075, or CAConrad13@ 
AOL.com 


PUBLICATIONS FOR SALE: New from Sarloos 


Press, that bastion of quality or at least time-consum- 
ing literature, Two Stories, an accurately-titled chap- 
book containing "Crown Prince" and "Twelve" by 
Ellen M. Rhudy. Free to all enterprising readers in 
Philadelphia area; email editor@sarloospress.com or 
send real mail. Also available: issues #3 and #4 
(September 2004) of Frothing at the Mouth, a bian- 
nual literary zine costing $5 or $15 for a four-issue 
subscription. In issue #4 is a photograph of Robert 
Blake in his youth. Also, some stories. Send check (to 
Ellen Rhudy)/money order/cash/letters to Sarloos 
Press, PO Box 100, Mullica Hill, NJ 08062. www.sar- 
loospress.com. We love you, too. 

PUBLICATION FOR SALE: Now = Available: 
Literary Fan Magazine #2. Contains gossip, rants, and 
exposés about the literary world. Also photos. Only one 
dollar cash to King Wenclas, PO Box 42077, 
Philadelphia PA 19101. (It will also eventually be avail- 
able at the www.literaryrevolution.com fan site.) Total 
entertainment, over-the-top, ULA-style. Order now! 
PUBLICATION SEEKS READERS: McStoney’s 
—An Underground Zine—Shooting for the jugular, 
hitting the funny bone. (Yeah, we meant to do that.) 
Always aiming to please. Fair trade humor for readers 
looking for an alternative experience. Information 
from jdfinch@pshift.com. Editor/ Publisher: J.D. 
Finch 

PREDICTION: The News will come to your door. 
And you will open the door and say, "News, come on 
in and have a seat.” And the News will come in but the 
News will not sit down. And you will say "News, come 


on in and sit down. Here, I'll take your hat and your 
coat.” And the News will give you the coat but the 
News will not give you the hat. And then the News 
will stand too close to the woodstove and begin to 
smoke and char and you will shout "NEWS! YOU IS 
ON FIRE!" You will beat the News with the coat to 
try to put out the fire but when the smoke clears, the 
News will be gone. You will be alone with the smell of 
smoke and singed hope. 

ROOM FOR RENT: InFusion Coffee & Tea 
Spacious (1000 sq ft) 1 room, 2 half baths, beautiful 
garden patio, fully furnished, orig. terrazzo flr, elegant 
lighting, a/c and heat, staff on hand at all times. 
Cheap. Yes it’s true! You can rent InFusion for your 
private party. Graduation, birthday, Christmas, office 
holiday party, Barbie Q, or just too darn hot at your 
house. You don’t even need a reason because we won't 
ask. You can BYOE (Bring Your Own Everything) or 
we can arrange dessert platters, catering, mixers, and 
more. InFusion is an inexpensive alternative and we'll 
make it easy for you to plan your next event. Contact 
Jason@InFusionCoffeeandTea.com. 

SINGER WANTED: Indie label Hisrecords Int'l 
Inc. auditioning for male singer. Call 215-873-0110 
or email hisrecords@aol.com for appointment 
SINGERS WANTED: Have you ever thought it 
would be a good idea to start a barbershop quartet that 
covers the classic songs of Queen? Of course you have! 
If you'd like to pursue this endeavor, and especially if 
you have singing experience and vocal arrangement 
skills (as I have none) please contact me at conky- 
films@mac.com. This will not be a lame college-style 
a cappella group, I promise you. 

VENDORS & VOLUNTEERS WANTED: BWAF 
Philly 2004 (Philadelphia's 2nd Annual Black 
Women's Arts Festival) was a raging success! 
Volunteers, performers, and vendors wanted to make 
BWAF Philly 2005 just as great. Interested? Email us 
at BWAFPhilly@hormail.com. 

ken word, dance, theater, weirdness + education + 
rehearsal space. All Ages. 4014 Walnut St., Phila. 
www.foundationarts.org, 215-573-3234. 
VIDEO PROJECTOR FOR SALE: Old School 
Video projector for sale. It is from the late 1980s. It 
has Blue Red and Green lights on the front. It weighs 
about fifty pounds. There is not sound input. Picture 
quality is good. $500 or best offer. If intererested call 
610-246-8968 or email Rich at rich@gypsyboots.org 
VIDEO PROJECTIONIST FOR HIRE: Reliable, 
Affordable, Quality Video projection available for 
your Band/Dj night/Film Screening. Please call Rich 
@610-246-8968 or email rich@gypsyboots.org for 
bookings or information. 

VOLUNTEER WANTED: A volunteer with a 
vision and mission to help me with marketing and 
promoting the project 1 am doing for this year's 
Philadelphia Fringe Festival. Ignite Our Hearts for 
Peace: A Community Weaving and Vigil For Peace 
Woven out of match sticks and other materials. A 
community peace vigil/igniting ceremony. Call 
Kathryn for more information (215)769-1016 


Kpanne@aol.com 

WANTED: Leaders with balls. 

WEBSITE: Disaffected and unruly patrons sought 
for live performances. If we wanted polite audiences, 
we'd offer a lecture series. www.directfromnye.com 


WEBSITE: This very newspaper now has an online 
version. If you have a computer, go and take a look 


SORT ee ependent net 
“BSITE: This newspaper also has an online events 


calender to let you know about all the key happenings 


happening around the town. www.dailyfloss.net 
“BSITE: Andarkos 100 Momes: at happens 
when one cinephile combines her love of film with her 


compulsion to make lists? www.andarkos 100 
movies.com 


generic self-promoting website full of media-related 
links, clips, original content, and a snazzy drawing 


Apply at www.sydneybeveridge.com 
W PEST F: Pearls & Snags, a collaborative project 


providing a forum for, and exploring, advice from 
women for women seeks testimonials and advice from 
women of all ages and points of views. For more infor 


mation and to submit, visit www.pearlsandsnags.com 
WEBSITE: Fingertips: The = Buide to free 
and legal music on the internet. Online everyday at 


http://www. fingertipsmusic.com. Nights and week 
ends too. 


ZOO:1 wil Buy your animals and show them to the 


public. Dogs & cats okay, Interested? | will contact you 


: 
: 
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HOROSCOPE: Leo, July 23-August 22. No passion this month, lions. No work 
beaters either, and only the faintest glimmer of hope for a pride to call your 
own. Bridges burned in recent months shan't be mended in these days. Dark times 


ahead, and long, and wasted. Fortune is a cruel mistress, &e, &e. Better luck next ime! 


215 
51 


EUS NS apse of 
t” IMAX film @ the 
Franben Institute, 222 N. 20th 
St, land 3 p.m. daily, $8. 
Closes August 6. 


MUSIC: Casiotone for the 
Painfully Alone and Newspaper @ 
Silk City, Sth and Spring Garden 

sis 9 pm, 21+, $7. 


PLEASE REMEMBER: To 
return your library books on time. 
Those fees can really pile up 


FILM: “Just One of the Guys” @ 
the Balcony Bar of the Trocadero, 
1003 Arch St. 9 p.m., 21+, $3 


228 
138 
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RADIO ON: “To the Rooftops 
with Yuri” on WPRB 103.3 FM, 
4-7 p.m., Weekly. 


SPIN: Monday Night Blackout 
with DJ IM spinning underground 
and classic hip-hop @ the Khyber, 
2nd and Chestnut sts., 2nd Floor, 


234 
13 
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FIXIT: Bicycle repair co-op with 
Neighborhood Bike Works @ St 
Mary's Church, 2916 Locust 
Walk. Sun, Tue, Thu, 6.30 - 9 
p-m., Weekly. Call ahead: 
215.386.0316. 


MUSIC: Jim Guthrie and Joey 
Sweeney @ Tntone, 1508 South 
St., 9 p.m., 21+, $7 


Today is the full Moon. 
Teas se bee Sak Dy aH 


29 


MULTIMEDIA: Small Change 
collective presents “Celluloid 
Sideshow,” a multimedia film 

presentation @ the Rotunda, 4014 


WORK IN: Empress Thandi’s 

yoga class @ the Recnds 4014 

Walnut St., 6 & 7.15 p.m., $10, 
Weekly. Walk-ins welcome 


Walnut St, 7.30 p.m., Free uit 65te5 


215-670-9535 
MAMBOMOVERS.COM 
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NEW RELEASE: The Criterion 
Collection reissues a DVD of Jean 
Renoir’s “French Cancan” today. 
1955, 105 minutes, color. With a 
cameo by Edith Piaf. 


MUSIC: Xiu'Xiu, 
ONI!AIR!LIBRARY!, Hail Social, 
Walkie-Talkies @ the North Star 

Bar, 2639 Poplar St., 7 p.m., All 
Ages, $10 


MUSIC: Ambulance Lrd., 
Elefant, Elkland @ the Khyber, 
2nd and Chestnut sts., 9 p.m., 

21+, $10. 


24. 


SPORT: Attach two dogs to two 
humans. Position one team at 
Broad and Washington and one 
team at Broad and Girard 
First one to City Hall wins. 


FIRST DATE: A Rock Tits 
Event @ Tritone, 1508 South Sr., 
21+, Free, Weekly. Too loud to 
talk, too dark to care. 


311i tis WRM ScitmOLoIG 1S 


.{ + ame Ayurvedic Stones-~ + -~-~ 
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BIRTHDAYS: Should not be for- 
gotten. “Busy” is not a synonym 
for “lazy.” Note them down in 
your calendar, and check it often. 
A little planning nows saves a 
mouthful of apologizing later. 


MUSIC: The Power-Ups 
@ the Khyber. 


TRIVIA: Irish John hosts Quizzo 
@ Dirty Frank's. 10 p.m., 21+, 
Free, Weekly. 
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GLOBAL VILLAGE: IKEA 
comes to town, 2206 S. Columbus 
Blvd., 10 a.m. Random drawings, 
raffles, free chairs and toys for the 

first 100 in line. 


The Breastplate of Aaron is said 
to be the origin of birthstones. 
The Book of Exodus calls for 
the Twelve Stones of the Twelve 
Tribes of Israel to be set in Four 
Rows; these 'S CO! nd to 
the Daas igh vor Tiines 
Ancient and Passed. August, 
you have a choice in this as in 
all things. Wear Peridot, 


Diamond or Sapphire accord- 
ing to your Modern, Mystical | 


SPACE1026 PRESENTS 
PARADISE 
Photographs by Lily Frisco 

Opening Friday August 6 8004 6-10pm w/dj diplo 
1086 Arch Street Philadelphia PA 19107 
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LAST CHANCE, ALMOST: 
“Several Steps Removed” closes 
tomorrow @ the Samuel S. 
Fleisher Art Memorial, 719 
Catharine St., 11 a.m. - 5 p.m. 
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HISTORY: Today marks the 51st 


Anniversary of Project Rainbow. 


= 


see side bar 


SUNBURN: The Philadelphia 
Phillies play the Houston Astros, 
Citizens Bank Park, 1.05 p.m., 
$15-$40 
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KNOWLEDGE IS POWER: 

Find out how your Senators and 

Representatives have been voting 
@ Voterpunch.org. 


Left mescril ate up the sepeum of bis nose, holding the 
fips dard and. curled upwards, pondualty <perporg. 


well into the masal cavuty itself 


FRIENDLY ADVICE: Even lions have down days. Time moves in both directions, 
but keep your paws pointed forward and your tail well-groomed. Don't be afraid to 
ask someone with a sharp claw to scratch your back. Your mind may be muddled but 
your throat should be clear. Roar freely, with regard for the neighbors 


SATURDAY ; 
20 
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ART: “Paradise,” photographs by 
Lily Frisco, opens @ Space 1026, 
1026 Arch St., 6 - 11 p.m., Free 


MOBILIZE: RNC Protest 
Organizing Event @ the Church 
of Divine Energy, 48th St. & 
Woodland Ave., 8 p.m., $5. All 
proceeds after cost go to the RNC 
Not Welcome collective. 


FILM SERIES: First Screening of 
Three Day Festival of Five Films 
about Chnisto and Jeanne-Claude. 


= 


see side bar 


GARDEN STATE: Farm Fest 6. 


= 


see side bar 
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CULT: The Polyphonic Spree 
play the First Unitarian Church 
Sanctuary, 2125 Chestnut St., 6 

p.m., $15. Also appearing August 
22 @7 p.m. 
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SPORT: West River Drive is 
closed to traffic and open to jog- 
gers, cyclists, rollerskaters, 
rollerbladers &c. on Saturdays and 
Sundays. 
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SOME PEOPLE SAY: That it 
meant “nothing.” But that doesn’t 
really make sense, does it? It could 

have meant a little thing, or an 
unpleasant thing, or a forgettable 

thing, but no thing? Nonsense! 


MARIONETTES: Puppet 


Uprising @ the Rotunda 


= 


FLOWER OF THE MONTH: 


and splinters, 
babes. The Gladiolus signifies remem- 
brance. In the language of flowers, to 

sa recerve this flora of August is to bgpe 
pierced the heart of the giver 


. Wavgd-flowered, Com;flag .. 
Gladiolus undulatus 


MUSIC: The Power-Ups and 
11 Chromolodeon at the Khyber, 2nd and 
Chestnut streets, 9 p.m., 21+, $8. 


THE POWER-UPS play arrangements of early 
arcade, Nintendo and Commodore 64 video 
games. Their repetory includes such hits as 
Contra, Castlevania, Double Dragon, Conan, 
Altered Beast, Mortal Kombat I and II, Arkanoid, 
The Legend of Zelda and Super Mario Bros., 
among others. The Power-Ups only take their show 
on the road once a year, so this is your only chance 
to rock out to the blips and beeps that otherwise 
comprise the real-time nostalgia that is the sound- 
track of your late 20th century, early 21st century 
life. 


ON THIS DAY, MAYBE: Project 
1 » Rainbow, The Philadelphia Naval 
fard and Harbor, 1943. 


In June 1943, as part of what is known as both 
“Project Rainbow” and “The Philadelphia 
Experiment,” the U.S.S. Eldridge Destroyer Escort 
173 was outfitted with tons of experimental elec- 
tronic equipment. It was the hope of the United 
States Navy that the ship could be made unde- 
tectable to enemy radar and/or magnetic mines in a 
process known as “deguassing.” It happened that, 
in late July, one Carl Allen observed the ship disap- 
pear and reappear fifteen minutes later. In the 
interval, the ship was sighted in Norfolk, Virginia. 
Some of the crew were fused to the ship and some 
were delirious; some were never seen again. While 
at least one observer claimed that the Navy’s final 
test of the project came on August 12, other evi- 
dence indicates that the last trial was on October 
28. A hole may have been torn in the space-time 
continuum. 


FILM SERIES:The first of three 
{ . consecutive evenings of five films 
about Christo and Jeanne-Claude at 


International House, 3701 Chestnut Street, $6. 


The Christos are up to something. The so-called 
environmental artists, who were born at the same 
time—he in Bulgaria and she in Morocoo—have 
been creating temporary textile installations around 
the world for the past forty years. Stubborn, obses- 
sive and single-minded, the two are probably best 
known for their patience—they waited twenty-four 
years to wrap the Reichstag and ten for the Pont- 
Neuf. These days, they're preparing to install “The 
GatesSarseriessoffabrie-panelstirat -witttake over~ 
Central Park in early 2005. In 1962, Christo and 


Jeanne-Claude met filmmakers Albert and David 
Maysles. For the next thirty years, they collaborated 
to document the Christos’ struggle to bring their 
projects to fruition and the process of their ambi- 
tious artmaking. This International House mini- 
series brings you Christos Valley Curtain and 
Running Fence, at 7 p.m. on Friday; Islands and 
Christo in Paris at 7 p.m. on Saturday; and Umbrellas 
at 8 p.m. on Sunday. On Saturday, Albert Maysles 
will be on hand to discuss his collaboration with the 
Christos and The Gates. 


GARDEN STATE: Farm Fest 6 
14. at 172 Richwood Road, 
Monroeville, NJ, 12-10 p.m., $10 


for bands, food and drinks. Featuring Bombs, 
Coyote, the Deadly, Dragon City, Hail Social, 
The Holiday, The Lowbudgets, Menocu, 
Persona, Phil Moore Brown, Plastic Little, The 
Snow Fairies, This Radiant Boy, Trouble 
Everyday, Welcome the Plague Year. 


Country roads! Take me home! Cross the Ben 
Franklin Bridge into New Jersey and take Route 42 
South to Route 55 South. Follow Exit 48 towards 
Glassboro/Ferrel, then bear right onto Route 641. 
Go straight through one traffic light and_ turn left 
onto Route 609. Proceed straight for three to four 
miles. Remember to make a full stop and look both 
ways at the stop sign, continuing straight through 
the intersection. Farmfest is on the left-hand side. 
Unlike the Farm Fests of old, in which one wan- 
dered haplessly across fields, dodging hackey-sacks 
and evading payment for mediocre ska bands, you'll 
need a ticket this year. You can buy one_at Spaceboy 
Music. Spaceboy Music is located at 407 South 
Street. 


y MARIONETTES: Puppet 
o> Uprising #19 and Cheap Art 
= Bazaar at the Rotunda, 4014 
Walnut Street, 7.30 p.m., Free. 


The Puppet Government is rolling out another 
Puppet Uprising. Tonight's cabaret features A 
Bikes “Tropazancos 
Cubensis”; New York's Drama of Works roc 
“Warhol”; Philadelphian Chris Rood dar 


“Roki Kyte”; New Yorker Kate Brehm trying out 


tins 


Across Borders doing 


“Fantasy Flicker”; Phoenixville’s Puppets Revenge 
doing “Ambantur Experts”; and More Gardens’ pre- 
sentaton of the Future Eco-City. Bikes Across 
Borders—a collective of artists from lands as foreign 
as Cuba, Mexico and Texas—will be selling 
Comics and blockprints at the Uprising’s Cheap Art 


Bazaar. 


FOOD & DRINK 


Sine Loodl Sriendly Derry 


EVERY TUES 9PM 
FANCYPANTS CINEMA 


WEDS APRIL 14TH 
ROCK&ROLL QUEER BAR 
HOSTED BY PSYDDE DELICIOUS 


DAILY MENU SPECIALS 
PREPARED BY 
CHEF PETER DUNMIRE 


SUNDAY BRUNCH 
11AM-3PM 


3RD & BROWN STREETS © NORTHERN LIBERTIES © 215.413.3666 
WWW.NORTHTHIRD.COM 
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Cool sh*t-cheap! 


* LORD WHIMSY 


DWHIMSY.COM, now cordially invites 


Moonstone Readings 


at ROBIN’S BOOKSTORE 


SEape on 7th 


thrift shop 


7th A Bainbuidge 
open everyday 12-7 
ana. SS 4.13 2301 


in addition to his flagship LOR 
the disembodied publick of Earth to his electrical journal and salon: 


HTTP. LLIV) J NAL.COM/USERS/LORD_WHIMSY/ d 
ror ib Regs 108 S. 13711 STREET, PHILADELPHIA * 215-735-9600 * www.robinsbookstore,com 


Books &¥ Events for Independent Minds from Philadelphia's Oldest Independent Bookstore 


fore has a star flown so closely to the ground. 
Free and open to Everyone 


What times we live in, for never be 
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THE BUREAU OF 
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PUZZLEs & GAME 


ARE YOU AFRAID OF A PAPER THIS BIG? 


This Month’s Pussle 


THE ULTIMATE WARRIOR 
VS. THE UNABOMBER 


Who Said What? Match the Madness to the Man 


2am BY HENRYFLOSS w~ 


The Unabomber The Ultimate Warrior 


sa devout Luddite, I allow myself only one luxury, a television on which I view my uncle's 

VHS collection of classic wrestling matches, from back before the professionalization of 
the sport and rigging of matches ruined the thrill of large men in unarmed combat for me, and 
for millions of others. But one of these gladiators continues to stand out in my mind as a 
paragon of civility and speaker of many a fine saying on the ins and outs of human achieve- 
ment. That would be the Ultimate Warrior, that masked prophet of the turnbuckle who 
screamed his revelations down onto the canvas like a banshee. When I began my work here in 
the bureau, I would make habit of writing the Warrior's wisest sayings on index cards and 
repeating them to myself in moments of adversity. I have realized that there are two types of 
people in the world, those that follow the Warrior, and those that worship at the feet of false 
gods. But can you distinguish the gospel from mere blasphemy? This month, we have scram- 
bled his sagacious eggs in the untended and brambly garden of a madman’s mind. Behold ... 


DIRECTIONS: To the right you will find 29 aphorisms. Draw a line from the words 
to the mouth of the man who wrote them. Answers are listed below and to the right. 


1. You must show no mercy—nor 
have any belief whatsoever in how 
others judge you—for your greatness 
will silence them all. 


2. We all have to die some time, and 
it may be better to die fighting for 
survival, or for a cause, than to live a 


‘long but empty and purposeless life. 


3. Quit crying and feeling sorry for 
yourself, that you have life is what is 


awesome. 


4.The intense competition is the 
conscience faced with the dichotomy 
between the alternatives. 


5. If the machines are permitted to 
make all their own decisions, we can’t 
make any conjectures as to the 
results, because it is impossible to 
guess how such machines might 


behave. 


6. Man is the rational animal. His 
Mind is his weapon to deal with 
Reality. He is aware of, giving atten- 
tion to, and accepts this. 


7. If you are put-off by the sight of 
blood spewed from the slaughtering 
of nonsensical sacred cows, then 
what I have to bluntly state may not 
sit well with you. Take some Alka- 
Seltzer or simply leave. 


8. In order to avoid serious psycho- 
logical problems, a human being 
needs goals whose attainment 
requires effort, and he must have a 
reasonable rate of success in attain- 


ing his goals. 


9. The world is very black and white 
to me. I know there cannot even be 
gray unless there were, first, the 
knowledge of what is black and white. 


10. Traditional does not mean as 
many would have the world believe: 
antiquated, out of style, outdated. It 
means simply: What Has Worked. 
Certainly, it is not what has not 
worked that people have followed 
continuously from generation to 
generation. 


11. The breakdown of traditional 
values to some extent implies the 


breakdown of the bonds that hold 
together traditional small-scale 
social groups. 


12. It is the tradition of man who 
acts on his thinking that has 
advanced and improved mankind — 
not man who has acted on his feel- 
ings. Those who think make the 


world work, not those who feel. 


13. We must work to heighten the 
social stresses within the system so as 
to increase the likelihood that it will 
break down or be weakened suffi- 
ciently so that a revolution against it 
becomes possible. 


14. I need no warrant for being, and 
no word of sanction upon my being. 
I am the warrant and the sanction. 


15. I have incredible discipline. I am 
not modest about that. You will rec- 
ognize this through my writings. 


16. Man is not built to fail. Man is 
not created to be vanquished. His 
history validates this. The warrior 
Individual believes no man has ever 
failed. Ever. Man either quits or he 
dies. But no man has ever failed. 


17. Legally there is nothing to pre- 
vent us from going to live in the wild 
like primitive people or from going 
into business for ourselves. But in 
practice there is very little wild coun- 
try left, and there is room in the 
economy for only a limited number 
of small business owners. Hence 
most of us can survive only as some- 
one else's employee. 


18. Society being but a collective of 
its individuals, its strength is only as 
strong as its weakest ones. They must 
actualize the best of their creator 
endowed selves. They do this not for 
the benefit of its weaker people 
(although all benefit) but to establish 
a greater province of safety for them- 
selves and their loved ones, and to 
insure the continuance of mankind’s 
moral evolution, and to secure, for 
posterity’s sake, the 
bequeathment of man’s traditions 
and traditional history. 


continued 


19. Whatever their future, at the 


dawn of their lives, men seek a noble 
vision of man’s nature and of life’s 
potential. 


20. It would be better to dump the 
whole stinking system and take the 
consequences. 


21. Every time I hear or see other 
adults feeling sorry for themselves I 
want to slap them upside the head. 


22. The factories should be 
destroyed, technical books burned, 


etc. 


23. Freedom means being in control 
(either as an individual or as a mem- 
ber of a small group) of the life-and- 


death issues of one’s existence; food, | 


clothing, shelter and defense against 
whatever threats there may be in 
one’s environment. Freedom means 
having power; not the power to con- 
trol other people but the power to 
control the circumstances of one’s 
own life. 


24. I can accept anything, except 
what seems to be the easiest for most 
people: the half-way, the almost, the 
just-about, the in*tbetween. 


25. Living life is a necessary risk. 


26. Vice, immorality, ignorance, 
irreverence, stupidity, disrespect, and 
illogic have not brought us to the 
place where we find ourselves today. 
Today, society's free-for-all of this 
kind of thinking and acting is simply 
junking our existence and the quality 
of human life. 


27. The only time I am wrong is when 
I do not have the correct information. 


28. “Oh!” say the, technophiles, 
“Science is going to fix all that! We 
will conquer famine, eliminate psy- 
chological suffering, make everybody 
healthy and happy!” Yeah, sure. 
That’s what they said 200 years ago. 


29. Throughout this article we've 
made imprecise statements and 
statements that ought to have had all 
sorts of qualifications and reserva- 
tions attached to them; and some of 
our statements may be flatly false. 
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To our Beloved Agents of the Bureau... 


ANSWERS 70 LAST MONTH'S BRAIN BUBBLER 


2a THE WINNERS: # 


GRAND PRIZE: 
Top Secret Agent Status, T-shirt, Six Issues 
Top Secret Agent NATE PUCHALSKI 


2ND PRIZE: 
Secret Agent Status, 5 pounds of book, button 
Secret Agent MORGAN FITZPATRICK 


RUNNERS UP: 
Special Agent Status & our best wishes 
Special Agent Status & our best wishes 
Special Agent JEN Hope and Laura ROZAN 
Special Agent BRUCE BENJAMIN 
Special Agent MICHELE GRANT 
Special Agent MDS CHILL 
Special Agent STEPHEN PETRO 
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Regarding this Month’s Puzzle 


lhe summer wanes, as summers are wont to do, and 

only the great information superhighway in the sky is 
free from the southbound congestion of roadways great 
and small. We all need to get away. Even I, Henry Floss, 
when not hunched over my desk in the newly air-condi- 
tioned Bureau, whose breezes of recycled air chill even my 
tiniest bones, like to lay out on the sand, refreshing drink 
in hand, brain cleansed of that most arduous of tasks, 
Thinking. In these days of summer balm, I prefer, instead, 
to Guess. Chairman of Puzzles and Games, Vice President 
of Everything Else, I suspected that you too, readers and 
gamers, needed a break. A Change of Pace. A Shake 
Down. A puzzle that would be less formal, but no less rig- 
orous; freer but not lazier, and perhaps even better when 
shared with a friend. To that end, this issue of THE 
INDEPENDENT contains nary a single Crossword, a circum- 
stance that has certainly little if not absolutely nothing to 
do with the work habits of the highly effective Mr. Gibbs. 

There are no winners and losers this month. Those 
who stretch their minds and memories, skewering History 
and casting the Arcane temporarily aside, will find their 


reward in the simple satisfaction of flipping this newspaper 
upside-down. Although I humbly request that you not clut- 
ter our inboxes with your word processed answer keys, I wel- 
come, as always, your general correspondence. To last 
month’s winner, Top Secret Agent Nate Puchalski, whose 
correct and completed puzzle arrived at the bureau a full day 
before any other, I say, Take the month off. You've eamed it. 
And to Secret Agent Morgan FitzPatrick, thank you for 
remedying my fallacious failure to properly capitalize your 
surname. Rest assured that the error will not be repeated. 

Next month shall the Crossword return, and with it, 
the prizes. But Special Agent Chill, do not be so cocky 
next time! You may not find the puzzle a particular chal- 
lenge, but you have clearly much to learn regarding the 
quickest way to make an envelope disappear and re-appear 
on the other bank of the Schuylkill. 


Your obedient friend, 
< yy 
Aenuy FI 
Henry Floss 
Chairman, Bureau of Puzzles & Games 


HENRY FLOSS’ MONTHLY INVENTION 


Apologies to Rube Goldberg 


RECIPE FOR A MIDNIGHT SNACK 


Henry Floss, deep in slumber, unconsciously and uncon: 
scionably wiggles big toe (A), thus tugging metatarsal 
tug-cord and knocking over game board, disrupting his 
roommates nightly Scrabble game (B). Ignatius, on the 
verge of a seven-letter word, tosses his white Russian in 
disgust (C), which splatters across blank canvas (D) 
Canwvas attracts the attention of Wiliams College-drop- 
vut-cum-burglar, Aled Peterov (E), who, suspecting 


canvas is a rare Rothko study, creeps in for a closer look 


and steps on seesaw (F), launching rotseme roasted 
chicken (G), into Floss’ eagerly awaiting lap (H). If this 
device proves unsuccessful, never go to bed. we 


RECEIVE A FREE CD’ 


WHEN YOU PURCHASE 
THEIR NEW RELEASE 


OFFER GOOD AT.... 


Exhilarating...the year's most fearless rock AlDUM" me» 
“the new generation" 
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THE BEST CHEESESTEAK IN THE CITY! 
THE ONLY ‘GG’ SPECIAL IN THE WORLD 


DELICIOUS PIZZA, HOMEMADE DESSERTS, | | 
SOFT SERVE Bea EN ae NRE aie AP ick Sa 
CELEBRATING 2 YEARS ATETHANDSOUTH | | 687 NORTH THIRD STREET 
THANK YOU FOR YOUR SUPPORT ~ PHILADELPHIA: 
TEL: 215.627.6711 


_. Always good times. 
> Happy Hour Mon-Fri 4-6 
Brann sain 13 


f 


507 8. 6th Street, Philadelphia 
(between Lombard & South) 


215 829 GG4U 


Scavey Sr Ds 


White Dog Cafe 


Dinner + Lunch + Brunch 
+ Late-Night Desserts + 


3420 Sansom Street 


(215) 386-9224 
www.whitedog.com 


Black Cat 


Jewelry + Local & International 
Crafts + Community Based 


The 


Products + Home Furnishings 


3426 Sansom Street 


(215) 386-6664 
www.blackcatshop.com 
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Are you frightened social situations? 
Do you worry about how other people view 


you? 


If so, you may be eligible to participate in a 
research study investigating psychotherapy 
and medication treatments for Social Anxiety 
Disorder. | 


Benefits include a comprehensive 
psychological and medical evaluation. Adults 
aged 18-70 may be eligible for participation. 


For more information, contact Christine O’Brien at the 


Adult Anxiety Clinic of Temple University 


210-204-1078 


Calls are confidential. 


http://www.temple.edu/phobia 


1701 North 13th Street Philadelphia, PA 19122 


